° * FeO we oe AW 20 PASM e ee eae *< Hid Ratna TLE K KzS eA A wot F 
ens < Fie PLEA EEG ORES WR gees ee Mame to'S Bee SS ee ah EERIE O NE RTA NE TAP <0 Ree gree 


PUTTING THE FUN BACK INTO BEING PRETENTIOUS 


FREE 


. 85 


OCT 


OH NO! NO. 8 


INOHS 1NVd 


LOOK SLIM 
FEEL FIT 


48 Main St. 
Amherst, MA § Brattleboro, VT 


(802) 254-4877 §| 256-0691 


Pleasant St. 


ber 


Modacrylic 
fi 


Lage: 
be 2 


| CaS PYYYYYXLXI IKI) 
PYYYYYXYLIIIXIIY ws MPTTTTTITT TL 


in as hl Achat basin scan AA AOL, pat Dh ReneS atest tame tence ELIAS: acochunsscte dine starceaniitah bees txts Rater Gictta machete S 


SRR aT TES 


Volume 2, No. 2 


OH NO! NOHO! is owned and operated by OH NO! Box 
413, Northampton, MA 01060. Submissions of 
manuscripts, illustrations and/or photographs are 
welcomed with SASE. OH NO! assumes no respon- 
sibility for unsolicited material. Copyright © 1985 OH 
NO! NOHO! except where noted. Subscriptions: U.S.A. 
and Canada, $12.00 for one year (nine issues). Typeset- 
ting at Hamilton Newell, Amherst, MA. Camera work 
by the Guild Art Center, Northampton, MA. Printed by 
Star Press, Holyoke MA. 


When leaves fall, the flesh is off the world and we can look at the bones. 
Things concealed in summer now stand in plain view. All growth has end- 


ed. Decay and entropy rule; they are seen in the woods where leaves 
no longer conceal them. 


Coy dog and wildcat, deer and black bear -- exposed on a carpet of leaves, 
moving because they can no longer hide. The moon will come and turn 


this landscape into a prison barred with shadows. The stark animal ter- 
ror at the coming of winter. 


And in such forests, the forests of New England, there are spirits in the 
woods, spirits of this season of negation. Covens of witches, raving 
ghosts from the French and Indian War, walking skeletons, poltergeists, 
families of vampires -- New England has always had. them galore... 

You don’t believe? Then go. Go up in the hills at the full moon, bundle 


up warm and wait for sunset. Resolve to Stay all night -- and see if you 
are the same person in the morning. 


HAPPY HALLOWEENING! 
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| was born an atheist, but | became an agnostic. 


What converted me were the ghosts. | met my . 


first one when | was a teenager staying at a far- 
mhouse in western New Jersey. As !| was play- 
ing chess with the master of the house, all six 
of us heard footsteps pacing back and forth in 
the upstairs hall. Everyone counted to see who 
was missing. But we were all there. 


It was a heavy walk, like the slogging of a bear. 
The master of the house located his flashlight, 
and we searched from attic to wet-basement, fin- 
ding nothing. We returned to the livingroom and 
tried to resume chess. No sooner had he castl- 
ed then the steps came again. There was no point 
in searching or playing any more, so, at a loss, 
we sat and listened. The steps went on all night. 


Every time | start to think this never happened, 
something reminds me. | have had pictures fly 
off the walls, objects sail across rooms, and com- 
plex patterns of light zoom by at eye level or 
sprawl in the armchairs. | have had written 
messages appear in the hairs on a dirty sink. 


Most of my friends think I’m making it up. One 
of them was particularly certain of this until the 
night a filmy white configuration walked into the 
room where he and his wife were sleeping, stared 
at them until they awoke, and then fizzed up like 
an alka-selzer: Later it made some kind of strange 
music in the water pipes. And my friend, like me, 
was converted to agnosticism. 


Some people humor me when | broach this sub- 
ject, and ask condescendingly what they are like. 
i reply that they look like freefloating electrical 
charges organized in a way that makes them 
seem alive. Electricity ordinarily needs a power 
supply and channels to direct it, functions serv- 
ed in the body by the spine and brain (the ‘‘mea- 
ty circuit board’’). But not all the power is confin- 
ed in the cranium. There are “brain waves,” elec- 
trical charges that emanate from the skull. What 
is their source of power and organization? How 
do these impulses survive? 


Corposants may give a clue. The commonest cor- 
posant is called St. Elmo’s Fire. It is a flickering 
display of low-level electrical charges loosely 
organized around the masts of ships, or, occa- 
sionally, church steeples. What we call ‘‘ghosts’’ 
are similar unhoused charges seeking alternate 
forms of organization. Perhaps they result from 
a perpetuation of brain waves that have escaped 
the human body, and assume trajectories. of their 
own. 


So what makes us associate them with the dead? 
Partly it is wishful thinking. We can accept the 
death of the body more easily than the death of 
the spirit. Human self-love does not submit quietly 
to obliteration. We are tempted to believe that 
loose electricity with the appearance of in- 
telligence, volition and character must once have 
been organized by a human brain. 


This may not necessarily be so. Consciousness 
is apparently an electrical phenomenon. We 
grudgingly recognize that computers are sentient 
beings, and that uncomfortable recognition is 
very much like the sensation of encountering a 
“ghost” or whatever you choose to call it. 
Whether or not ‘‘ghost’’ consciousness is of 
human origin is hard to say -- and yet we can 
identify a living person by their brain waves - 
after those waves have already left the cranium! 


People are supposedly frightened when they see 


ghosts. Why? As Walt Whitman wrote, “To die — 


is different from what any one supposed, and 
luckier.” Apparitions suggest that death may be 
reorganization, that there may be electrical life- 
forms that (like brain waves) originate in human 
flesh but survive in another mode. 


When there are veils drawn over the moon; when 
dead leaves blow across deserted intersections; 
when the trees’ fingers scrape the windowglass 
-- this is my favorite season. Perhaps | will see 
one of those sparkling electric beings leap up 
before me, with all its promise of the Unknown. 
That is why | celebrate Halloween. 


David Lenson . 
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It wasnt simply love. 
It was a case of cold-blooded passion. 
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Drip. Drip. From the eyes. The blood dripped. 
Father Graham couldn't believe his eyes! Stains 
on the statue, where Mrs. Moore saw the blood 
drip from the face that had changed from the 
Virgin Mother to Jesus. That was in Stradbally, 
Ireland. In Ballinspittie over 200,000 people in the 
past few months have turned out to pay homage 
to one of the ‘moving statues.” In all, since last 
summer there’ve been 26 different “‘incidents”’ 


. like these reported. One Bishop has urged cau- 


tion with regard to describing these as miracles, 
while adding that ‘‘no one has a right to look 
down on the people who believe these things.”’ 

Okay, father. Maybe not in Ireland where the 
church is still somewhat The Word. But here, we 
know a little, well, it’s like ‘I’m From Missouri.” 
| wanna see it with My Eyes (and control it?). Then 
maybe I'll believe it. Fortunately, the Dublin 
newspapers provided scientific explanations for 
the antsy icons, trying to save Ireland a little face 
in the Modern World. In America our realistic 
scientists are busy enough with Star Wars and 
AIDS. Not much money being funneled into 


superstitions -- no moving statues reported in - 


NoHo recently, though my housemate claims the 
bust of Cal Coolidge is shrinking. | guess Science 


- has liberated us from irrational worship. Unlike 


the’ less fortunate, we’re not obsessed with 


religious superstitions. (Ever see pictures of those . 


crazy Filipino guys carrying crosses in the 


GLORIA IN EXCELSIS DEO 
OR THE CELTIC ORIGIN OF HALLOWEEN 


streets?) 

Oh, we might do a little Trick or Treat. Which 
is not exactly religious. At least not officially 
religious. Official religion is kept more or less 
separate from folk customs (and folks — unlike 
in unofficial, living religions like Voodoo). And 
Science is one more flight up the hierarchical 
elevator. But ain’t Halloween some kind of 
enervator-invigorator? Almost everybody loves it. 
It’s a holiday with a_ difference. 

Halloween = All Hallows Eve = All Saints Day 
Eve. All Saints Day was kicked off by Pope 
Boniface (good name for a bad man) 600 A.D., 
and All Souls Day (November 2) got rolling in the 
11th century in Cluny, Ireland. Both of these 
celebrations of the anonymous and/or 
multitudinous dead (how many dead people are 
there, roughly?) are surely based on the ancient 
Celtic festival of Samhain, The Festival of the 
Dead. 

Samhain is more than a simple festival of the 
dead. It is the Celtic New Year, the most impor- 
tant Celtic holy day, and the time of the greatest 
spiritual vulnerability. It runs fifteen days before 
and fifteen days after November 1, peaking on 
Samhain Eve (Halloween). That’s serious 
partying. 

According to the Cath Maige Tuired, (ancient 
irish precursor of Dynasty), a war of the god-kings 
was fought (on Samhain) between Tuatha de 


“INOHS 


Dannan (yogurt joke; nah) and the Fomorians to 
decide who would rule Ireland. The De 
Dannan throne was in confusion, with one king 
recently dethroned due to battle wounds, and his 
successor incompetent (and patrilineally 
Fomorian). The De Dannan greater god Dagda, 
of the bottomless cauldron, enormous club, and 
magic harp, is captured temporarily by the 
Fomorians. But he entrances his captors with his 
music and escapes. Phew. His son Lugh is 


master of all arts, and fire. And is matrilineally | 


Fomorian, which is cool because Fomorians are 
masters of agriculture and fertility. He wastes the 


Fomorian godhead, Balor of the Evil eye, with © 
Balor’s own weapon (thunderbolt). Balor’s eye © 
falls out, killing scores on both sides. Excellent! _ 


The blood is deep. But the Good are glorified 
forever. The Fomorians retreat to the Otherworld 
(underground). And Lugh’s sister Brigid (great 
goddess of poetry, arts, healing and fire) takes 
her place beside her brother in the Celtic pan- 
theon. Yet eventually, like everyone ultimately, 


the Tuatha dé Dannan are forced into the Other- — 


world, where they remain as gods. (| would set- 
tle for that). 


During Samhain, the barriers between worlds : 


evaporated in the mist and darkness. And it was 


possible and advisable to make human and © 


animal sacrifices to eliminate evil, rejuvenate the 


fire(gods), and celebrate the late harvest. A time — 


to celebrate this world (harvest) orgiastically, and 
prepare for the Otherworld (winter) sacramental- 


ly. Beware the samanach did not slip from the | 
sid (mounds) to steal your children. All fires were — 


extinguished and relit from the sacred fire. Peo- 
ple and animals leapt through cackling bonfires 
to be purified. But if they stumbled in the flames 
-- serious dancing violation -- then they might 
return as sacrifices. They roasted no 
marshmellows. 

These things were decided not by the warriors, 


but by the Druids. They knew all the sacred — 


truths, the Words. And could, but would never 
write them down, keeping them pure, personal 
and alive. That’s why so little is known about the 


Druids; feared and despised by Caesar. They | 


took almost all their wisdom with them to the 
Otherworld, in the face of Roman persecution, 
(the Empire, and then the Christians). But the in- 


ner power of their 3000-year-old beliefs and ~ 


customs remain evident, especially on Hallo- \~ 


ween, a rather un-Christianized holiday. Think 
about it -- dressing as animals, bonfires, ghosts, 
goblins, treats, etc. Imagine a world where the 
Word (breath, soul, wonder) is sacred. and the 
Eye (T.V., mind, control) is secondary. | know, 
it’s hard to see it. 

But no more Samanachs in the modern world. 


No monsters. We’ve got real problems. Like Miss- — 


ing Children, M.A.D., AIDS, Star Wars, U.F.O.’s, 
and of course hurricanes. When the Word came 


down the street that Gloria was coming (to take © 
us away?), most of us got a little excited. We | 


might ali get blown away, make our day, by the — 


Monster Wind seen only in its effects -- by 
something beyond our damned control. 
One of the popular branches of Science is the 


Order of the Meteorological. Although the most — 
revered of meteorologists cannot control the | 
weather, they can more or less divine and inter- — 


pret it for us. | especially enjoy Father Hilton 
Kaderli from that Hartford Parish. He is so 
gracefully reassuring. Yet human. Your basic 
Bing Crosby of barometric bathos. During Gloria 
eve, even the brothers and sisters of the Holy 


Order of the Modulated Sincerity (regular — 
newscasters) appeared to be experiencing a — 
sense of wonder, a thinly veiled excitement seep- _ 
' ing into their computer-synthesized voices (oops © 
- getting a few years ahead of myself). On the | 
hour, on the minute, they recited their incanta- _ 
tions: ‘‘A hurricane warning is in effect. Gloriais — 


coming.” We all offered up taped windows, clos- 
ed offices, and bought candles. And we even 
wondered discreetly who and what would be 
sacrificed to Her. But then... 

Then came Gloria. In excelsis Deo. We 


couldn’t restrain ourselves. We hoped we could © 
see straight into Her Eye, and sure enough we | 


did. And straight in her Eye, there was nothing © 


happening. 

At the outset of the sermons of They of the 
Modulated Sincerity, they offered thanks that 
nobody, and few possessions, were sacrificed. 
But even they couldn’t disguise their enormous 
unfulfillment. Gloria was the biggest disappoint- 
ment since Christianity. No. Since Science. 


Oh well. At least it left us with a little something — 


to wonder about: how much more fun was the 
Word, than the Eyeful, of Gloria. 


Man, | can’t wait for Halloween. 


D.B. Boru | 
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and sentiment of an Irish country 
pub band with the energy of an 
early punk band. I'll drink to that.’’ 
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The streetlights were on, my uniform was clean, the neighbors were fair 
game. With eyeblack on and a bat in my hand | was the Bucky Dent character 
from The Warriors movie, fortune’s bogeyman back to haunt the Red Sox 
fans and take their candy. 


Baseball Halloween is no picnic, but you just take it one doorbell at a time. 
There are plenty of hungry trick-or-treaters and tight-ass owners trying to 
take Baby Ruths out of your pocket, so you have to step into the porchlight 
like you mean it. Make your pitch and put something on it. They may con- 
trol the living room, but tonight you own the outside of their house, the black 
edge of the plate. 


| traveled far and wide in my pursuit of sugar booty. | went by Fenway Park 
and they gave me stale cookies. | stopped by Yankee Stadium and they 
booed my costume (how soon they forget). | went to Three Rivers Stadium 
and no one was there. | saw Billy Martin in a sling, | saw Mike Schmidt in 
a wig, | saw George Bell kung fu fighting. 


When | got home from my rounds | dumped the bag of loot on the kitchen 
table and looked it over. Underneath the Gooden plentys, the Pete Rose 
bubble gum and the apple with a coke spoon in it, | saw the grim face of 
John Tudor imprinted on a Necco wafer. John Tudor from Peabody, Mass., 
Calvin Coolidge in double-knits, staring at me with chalky determination. 


In April John Tudor was a refugee pitcher traded twice in two years. He 
caromed from Boston to Pittsburgh, then down the rail to St. Louis. He started 
the season with a dead battery, stuck in the driveway at 1-7 until Vince Col- 
eman gave Whitey’s red corvette a jump start and Tudor calmly accelerated 
to 21-8, 10 shutouts, lucrative wafer contracts. 


Like pitchers George Ruth, Ferguson Jenkins, Sparky Lyle and the Eck 
before him, Tudor came into his‘own after escaping the deceptively idyllic 
surroundings of Fenway Park. Thick with second-division ghosts and repress- 
ed memories of dramatic losses, Fenway has become a haunted house 
you’ve been through too many times. The huge distorting mirror of the Green 
Monster twists the pitchers into misshapen blobs while the abiding, sado- 
masochistic love of the fans quickens each spring to media barkers shouting, 
“Step right up, the most awesome line-up on the midway!” - 


This summer was particularly dismal for Boston fans. The Red Sox were 
a boring old friend that called every day on the television to tell you about 
Wade Boggs’ average and the boffo autumn sail on the cruise ship Achilles 
Hurler. You don’t have to sit in a deck chair next to Bob Montgomery to 
know that this team has been on cruise control for years, lulled into som- 
nambulism by the steady thwack of power hitters in a band box. 


The fundamental problem with the Red Sox is that none of their players did 
enough coke a couple years ago. Guys like Keith Hernandez and Dave 
Parker had great ’85 seasons because they had something to prove after 
testifying in the Pittsburgh cocaine trials (Dale Berra notwithstanding). If 
a guy like Dave Stapleton had done more drugs in 1983, there is just no 
telling how good he would have been this year. 


Frankly, | could care less about whether the Cobra was inhaling nose can- 
dy at a prodigious rate two years ago. What bothers me is the stool pigeon 
behavior of the players and the righteous indignation of morons like Dick 
Young who equate substance abuse with child-molesting. Cocaine is a stupid 
drug, but jocks in the fast lane do a lot of stupid things. The truly heinous 
crime at this trial was the way baseball’s fraternity turned on itself like scared 
children avoiding blame, fouling our memories of great ballplayers like Willie 
Stargell. The sickest moment being John Milner’s squalid insinuations about 
the ‘“‘red juice’ amphetamine drink he saw in Willie Mays’ locker. After sup- 
plying this slimy bit of info, Milner backed off and said he never actually 
saw Mays drinking it. What the hell, John, why even bring it up? 


Cocaine was definitely the official monster of this year’s baseball Halloween, 
but only because the mid-season strike was resolved so quickly. | can only 
vaguely remember what the strike was about (something to do with money), 


HALLOWEEN 


but it scared the shit out of me at the time. Cocaine is insidious stuff, but 
shutdowns are terrifying. These labor wars not only stop your summer, they 
derail history. You see fans wandering the street like zombies disconnected 
from their past, unsure of what to do, who to follow, what to care about. 


Fortunately, ‘‘Return of the Living Dead” had a short run and we returned 
to our regularly scheduled gremlins like Steinbrenner, astroturf and Mark 
Clear. Boston never made a move, but New York had some fun as the Yanks 
chased the Blue Jays and the Mets tracked the Cards. 


The one transcendent game of the summer came during a Mets-Cards series 
in September when Ron Darling and John Tudor locked into a classic pit- 
ching duel. The full weight of the pennant race and the tension of a scoreless 
tie compressed the everyday rhythms of baseball into urgent, mythic drama 
(Yeah!). : 


The Mets were personified by Darling, the young Hawaiian from Yale, a high 
profile, emerging star who the scouts said was too intellectual for his own 
good. The Cards were led by the stone-faced lefty from the North Shore, 
a 31 year old man blossoming into a premier pitcher, a player the Red Sox 
gave up on because he lacked guts. Tudor vs. Darling for 9 taut innings, 
score 0-0. 


Finally in the top of the 11th, with Tudor out of the game, Darryl Strawberry 
lanced the fever with a Promethean blast over the right center field fence 
and the Mets won 1-0. Though John Tudor was not responsible, you had 
to wonder if he was still tainted by traces of the Red Sox curse, even during 
his most brilliant season. When he lost the first game of the playoffs to Fer- 
nando, the thought reoccurred. They’ve been talking about a ‘‘Show Me” 
state World Series, but the real ‘“Show Me”’ cynics of the baseball warld 
are Boston fans who’ve been waiting 85 years to win it all. With a spell that 
long, even twice-removed Fenway talismans like Tudor are suspect, 


Johnny Memphis 


HALLOWEEN ’85 


A.C. Cobra is vacationing in 
e— Detroit (foliage and all that). 
e—— He'll be back with us in 


e———— November. Stay tuned. 
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At a truck stop somewhere in the south of France, 
while trying to hitch a ride, | had hurriedly scribbl- 
ed a note to Paul Bowles and eventually mailed 
it a couple of weeks later in Spain. Finally arriv- 
ing in Agadir, a horribly artificial, concrete tourist 
trap in southwestern Morocco, | was surprised 
and elated to find a letter from Tangier waiting 
for me at American Express. 


| had never heard of Bowles before being given 
a copy of his first novel, The Sheltering Sky, a few 
days before leaving on this trip. The book traces 
the travels of a trio of Americans who set out for 
the Algerian desert just after World War II. It is 
a book about awkwardness in foreign countries, 
in foreign situations, and in relationships. (As 
such, it is the perfect travel companion to North 
Africa). It is about the struggle between thoughts 
and actions, and between man and the desert. 
It is also about the end of this Struggle; about the 
ecstasy and emptiness of pure existence. It is a 
book about running away and getting lost, but 
written with the same precision, purpose and 
transcendent quality that the principal characters 
achieve upon reaching their respective points of 
no return. | read it and soon felt compelled to read 
it again. 


| asked certain of my friends in Paris who | 
thought might know about Bowles, and | gathered 
bits of information about him. He had lived in 
Paris in the ’30’s, | was told, and was a close 
friend of Gertrude Stein. He married Jane Auer, 
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| the author, (who died in Spain in 1973), and later 
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he seemed to be vaguely associated with The 
Beats, having known Ginsberg and Burroughs, 
among others. Everyone knew who he was, held 
him in high regard, and had absolutely no idea 
what had become of him, save that he’d lived for 
years in Tangier. In no bookstore, not even the 
all-encompassing mess that is Shakespeare and 
Co., could | find any book by him other than The 
Sheltering Sky, which was written in 1949. 


An hour before hitchhiking out of Paris, | called 
up an American journalist I'd met briefly, who | 
knew had lived for a while in Morocco. Conver- 
sation quickly came around to Paul Bowles. 
Twenty minutes later | hung up the receiver with 
Bowles’ address in Tangier, (he has no 
telephone). | was also told that the writer was 
“constantly stoned and thrived on company.” 


Nearly two months later in Rabat, | picked upa 
generally unremarkable book of his collected 
poems entitled Next To Nothing. Indeed, in his 
autobiography Without Stopping, Bowles men- 
tions that the only writing that embarrasses him 
are his earliest poems, a few published when 
Bowles was only fifteen years old. My interest 
was piqued, nevertheless, by a line in the ‘‘About 
The Author” paragraph mentioning that Bowles 
was also known as a composer. | was still not at 
all aware of Bowles’ background or the scope of 
his work, but | read The Sheltering Sky again and 
found its spell even more enthralling the second 
time around. 


Heading south to pick up my mail, | was reward- 
ed by a typed note on green stationary inviting 
me to Tangier “‘after around half-past five in the 
afternoon when | am back from market and post 
office.” The bulk of the note dealt with my use 
of the word “‘interview’’. ‘‘For me,”’ wrote Bowles, 
“this is a dirty word. | decided finally against tak- 
ing part in such things. The firing of questions 
and searching for adequate answers does not 
make for relaxed.conversation.’’ Bowles’ slight- 
ly upward-slanting signature graced the bottom 
of the page; absolutely legible, crisp, clean and 
underlined. | took the train to Tangier. 


Once there, | settled into the Pension Palace, 
which is anything but what the name implies, yet 
comfortably ensconced in the heart of the 
medina. Blasting out over the Petite Socco and 
gaining force with the lateness of the hour, was 
a tape of brutally orchestrated, ghastly light 
classics and national anthem-type tunes 
culminating in a saccharin rendition of “‘America 
the Beautiful.’’ This mess competed unfavorably 
with the chanting of the Muezzin, Andalusian in 
influence and particularly beautiful in Tangier. Yet 
the same tape was aired again and again every 
night. With my dirty brown windbreaker zipped 
all the way up in imitation of the Moroccans, who, 
no matter how hot it is, always seem to walk 
around wearing everything they own, | attemp- 
ted to blend into the little city, whose livelihood 
is based on hustling outsiders. 

Tangier is a quaint place, with its stairway- 
streets, archways, gardens and hills. The resort 
hotels and housing projects haven’t quite taken 
over the city, though they do overwhelm the 
beach area. Seeing Spain in the distance does 
seem to diminish the exoticism of the city, which 
for all its activity maintains an atmosphere of 
marginal decline and decay. Happily, there are 
goats and cows grazing ten minutes’ walk from 
the center of town. 


Throughout Morocco, Bowles is vaguely known 
in literary circles as the American in Tangier who 
translated Mohammed Choukri’s legendary 
autobiography Le Pain Nu, (For Bread Alone), in- 
to English. (The book’s opposition to the monar- 
chy and advocacy of socialism as a cure for 
Morocco’s ills led to a prison term for Choukri and 
the still-effective banning of his book). The best 
bookstore on the main boulevard has a promi- 
nent section of its window space given over to 
books by Bowles and his wife. | bought the spec- 
tacular Collected Stories with an informative and 
entertaining introduction by Gore Vidal. Vidal 
calls Bowles one of the greatest short story 
writers of the century, and speaks of his lack of 
general renown while being “‘famous among the 
famous”’ primarily as a composer during the ’30’s 
and ’40’s. Although he began writing as a four- 
year-old and was published before he turned six- 
teen, Bowles was discouraged from being a poet 
by, among others, Gertrude Stein. He switched 
to composing music, returning to writing only in 
his 30’s after living in Mexico and becoming 
fascinated by the native myths and tales. He 
began writing stories, he writes in his 
autobiography, in an attempt to ‘create my own 
myths using a ’primitive’ point of view.”’ At nine- 
teen he was taken on by Aaron Copland as the 
composer’s student and eventual close friend. 
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Later, his circle of friends came to include Virgil 
Thomson, Leonard Bernstein and Tennessee 
Williams, for whose plays he composed 
numerous scores of incidental music, and whose 
words he set in some of his songs. He passed 
through the Chelsea Hotel and later, in what he 
termed ‘‘a unique experiment in communal liv- 
ing,” shared a Brooklyn townhouse with Ben- 
jamin Britten and W.H. Auden, Britten working 
on a huge grand piano and Bowles composing 
on a upright in the basement. Vidal describes the 
autobiography as ‘‘reading something like an ac- 
count of Caesar’s battles in Gaul... One gets a 
good idea of commanders and troop movements, 
but...” It is true that the book, though sidesplit- 
tingly funny to read, sometimes seems over- 
whelming in its rapidfire recounting of meeting 
after meeting with the superfamous. The thought 
occasionally occurs that subconsciously Bowles 
carries a chip on his shoulder for being less well 
known than his colleagues, and perhaps feels the 
need to name-drop. Reading any of his prose im- 
mediately renders this point irrelevant. In story 
after story, Bowles crafts seamless, dream-like 
episodes which sweat with the heat or shiver in 
the cold of sudden, surprising acts of violence, 
love, and above all escape. The balance he at- 
tains between the meaninglessness and ecstasy 
of existence is nothing but beautiful. 


Bowles’ comments on the word “‘interview’’ 
coupled with what | now knew of his background 
and my increasing admiration for his writing, in- 
timidated me to a ridiculous extent. Early one 
Sunday evening, nervous and excited and arm- 
ed with plenty of cigarettes, | took a taxi to the 
address | knew already by heart. All the street 
names and numbers have been changed and 
changed again since Tangier ceased being an 
international zone. The taxi driver let me off at 
an intersection in a fairly modern, suburban sec- 
tion of the city, just a few minutes from downtown, 
and insisted that one of the streets would take 
me where | wanted to go. Bowles lives on the 
Campo Amor (Field of Love), and this, supposed- 
ly, was it. Walking into a grocery store, | asked 
directions to the exact address, and the man 
behind the counter smiled. ‘‘Ah, vous cherchez 
Monsieur Paul, non?” ‘‘Oui,”’ | grinned as he got 
an old Berber lady to show me the way. We walk- 
ed around to the entrance on the back of the 
building, and t the elevator | was turned over to 
a Spanish lady and ‘‘Monsieur Paul’ changed 
to “Senor Paul.’’ During the four-flight elevator 
ride the Senora told me all about how dangerous 
Tangier had become, how many robberies there 
had been in the building, and that ‘‘Senor Paul,” 
aman of her generation, probably wouldn’t even 
answer the door if she weren’t around to accom- 
pany me.‘ She was still rattling away when the 
door opened, an eye appeared below the chain 
and | introduced myself. Quickly Bowles open- 
ed the door, shook my hand, and ushered me into 
his living room. 


My first and lingering impression of Bowles’ 
rather small apartment was one of warmth and 
quiet. Despite the hot day, a healthy fire was bur- 
ning. Carpeting covered the floor. A low couch 
and large cushions along the wall served as 
seats. In true Moroccan fashion, everything was 
quite low to the floor, the only wall decoration be- 
ing a small rectangular tapestry directly above 
the cushions. A few small paintings, in a style 
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somewhere between Braque and Dali, sat prop- 
ped against the wall. A large bookcase divided 
into three sections dominated the room. The 
largest section housed at least one copy of every 
edition of Bowles’ books, while the two smaller 
sections were devoted to the works of Jane 
Bowles, and books personally dedicated to him. 


Still on my feet, | peeked into a room with an enor- ° 


mous desk covered with books and papers. 
Bookshelves extended the whole length and 
height of the room, which was backed by a large 
window. It looked like a wonderful place to work. 
Bowles apologized for the mess and said simp- 
ly, “Oh, that’s where | work” before closing the 
door. A curtain as well as the door separated the 
study and bedroom from the living room. | ask- 
ed him what he was working on, whether he was 
writing or composing, and he answered that he 
was doing neither. He told me he writes many 
letters, and indeed | saw a stack of them waiting 
to be posted. He went to the kitchen to make tea, 
while | sat on the couch and waited. The thick, 
palmy growth of the terrace obscured most of the 
view and softened the light. In the entrance hall 


_ at least a dozen large brown leather suitcases 


were stacked. As he came back with the tea, | 


* commented on how difficult it must be to travel 


with so much luggage. He chuckled and said that 
he always traveled very heavy, sometimes with 
hundreds of pounds of luggage, and never had 
any trouble. He doesn’t really feel the urge to 
travel any more, and said that even if he did, he 
wasn’t sure his body could stand it. He told me 
that perhaps he would move more. ‘‘But there 
are no ships left. Of course there are planes, but 
I’ve had enough of that. One goes from point A 
to point B and one feels as if one had never left 
point A.”’ This is the main reason he hasn’t been 


to the U.S. since 1968. “Oh, | know they’re there. - 


| don’t hate the States. I’m not so young any 
more; I’m seventy-four years old,”’ he said with 
a touch of pride, aware that despite his slow- 
moving manner he was in good shape. 


The tea Bowles served was the first black tea | 
had tasted since arriving in Morocco. The na- 
tional drink here is mint tea saturated with sugar 
which every native will jokingly tell yau, as if for 
the first time, is Moroccan whiskey. There is an 
impression in the Arab countries that Americans 
do nothing but commit adultery and drink 
whiskey. Thinking Bowles to be a most Moroc- 
canized American, | expected nothing but mint 
tea at his home. He told me, however, that when 
he first came to Morocco he drank fifteen to twen- 
ty cups of tea a day. This certainly explained the 
switch to regular tea. Bowles asked if | smoked 
kif, the exceedingly fine marijuana grown in the 


, Rif mountains of northern Morocco, and | said 
' yes. He made each of us a joint, using one of the 
| cheap native cigarettes which were emptied of 


tobacco and waiting in a row in front of the fire. 


- Bowles practically chain smokes kif cigarettes us- 
“ing a long holder, occasionally substituting a 


Sobranie for a joint. We settled down to our tea 
and kif and began to talk, Bowles alternating bet- 
ween a corner cushion and a standing position 
with his back as close to the fire as possible. He 
is a rather short, thin man with neat thin white 
hair. Physically smaller than | had imagined from 
photographs, he retains his square, classically 
handsome features. Though he looks quite dif- 
ferent in every photograph I’ve seen, his older 
face is not as flexible in person. There is an 
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honest, childlike curiosity and enthusiasm evident 
when he asks a question or tells a story, but it 
is tempered by the spirit of a man who, | think, 
feels that in a certain way he has done and seen 
everything. A man who is beyond having to make 
judgments or decisions in his life, and who 
therefore has the patience and the dignity to en- 
joy existence. Bowles’ voice is round, low, and 
just a touch grainy. He speaks fluently and 
precisely, but not at great length, letting short 
sentences linger in the conversation. 


We talked about Morocco and Moroccans. | told 
him that | harbored a feeling that nothing was 
quite clear in this country. The way conversations 
turned with Moroccans made me laugh because 
the information offered seemed to have its fan- 
ciful or even ludicrous side to it. A conception of 
background, purpose, home and reality seems 
to be lacking here. Bowles thought that there is 
still a nomadic aspect to the population, which 
he likes. Bowles is interested, in his Capacity as 
an observer, in anything mysterious and out of 
the ordinary. He first came to Morocco with 
Copland in 1931, when he was still a student of 
the composer’s. The two of them went to Tangier 
for the summer on the recommendation of Ger- 
trude Stein, who had been there before. As 
Bowles told me, “For me, | thought it was 
wonderful. Magic. Aaron didn’t feel comfortable 
here. He said it reminded him too much of 
Brooklyn. There was always drumming in those 
days. | loved it, but Aaron thought they were 
always planning something, and he wanted to 
leave.”’ One of the few things to spark any anger 
in Bowles is any mention of the hustlers and 
pushers so annoying to foreigners all over Moroc- 
co. Twice he gruffly remarked that they should 
round them up and cart them off to jail. “Clean 
the streets,” as apparently they sometimes do 
in Tangier. 


Bowles asked me if | write, ‘‘l mean more than 
letters,” and kept asking about me and my plans. 
He did not seem inclined to comment much about 
himself or his work. He accepted praise gracious- 
ly, genuinely relishing to hear his books lauded. 
“Of course if | were your age | would travel, as 
| always have. What else is there to do?” | told 
him my itinerary -- south to Senegal, east to Mali 
and Niger, north through Algeria -- and that | was 
going around the world. He remarked that this 


plan wouldn’t get me much further around, and. 


asked me what | wanted to see in Algeria. | men- 
tioned the cave paintings in the Tasselit plain, 
and he said that though he hadn’t seen these in 
particular, cave paintings never impressed him 
as particularly beautiful or rich. “Though | sup- 
pose when one considers that they are 18,000 
years old it can be impressive.” Bowles is a 
traveller who doesn’t particularly seem to enjoy 
moving, preferring to explore countries, with a 
specific purpose, from a central, home hub. Oc- 
casionally he did give in to fantasy, as he told me 
of an island he once owned off the coast of In- 
dia. | asked him if he found it difficult to work on 
the move, and how he managed to work on 
writing and music at the same time. He replied 
that he always took whatever he needed with him, 
and that there was never any question of com- 
bining music and writing. “One must concentrate 
on one thing at a time, or it becomes impossi- 
ble, don’t you think?” These last three words 
became a signature Bowles suffix as our conver- 
sation continued. 


Bowles proudly showed me the recently issued 
collected letters of his wife, (whom he Clearly still 
admires and adores), with a striking Kokoshka- 
like cover. portrait of her by Maurice Grosser. It 
was through Jane, he told me, that he met the 
storyteller Mohammed Mrabat in 1965. Mrabat 
was then a bartender, and Jane frequented his 
bar. Paul, not a drinker, was introduced to Mrabat 


only after Jane and the storyteller were already 
good friends. Since then, Bowles has translated 
several novel-length stories that Mrabat has 
spoken into a tape recorder. At the moment, 
Mrabat comes three times a day to visit Bowles, 
and cooks his meals. ‘“‘He brings me breakfast 
in bed. Now, can there be anything more lux- 
urious than that?” he said with a satisfied smile. 
Mrabat’s several birds, which reside in cages 
hung above the window in the study, are fed 
regularly by Bowles in return. At the moment he 
is not working on any new Mrabat translations 
because “he says he’s recording something new, 
but one can never really know what Mrabat is up 
to. | can’t really believe him. He has to speak 
first.”’ 


Bowles took down a copy of his“autobiography 
to show me another reproduction of the Grosser 
portrait, and flipping through the book, | asked 
him about the only acquaintance we had in com- 
mon, the violinist Yehudi Menuhin. He laughed 
fondly at the thought of Yehudi, and told me how 
they had met. In the early fifties, Bowles arrived 
at a hotel in Ceylon and was informed by the pro- 
prietess that a countryman of his, a very famous 
violinist, was due to arrive that day. When he in- 
quired who it was, the lady replied, ‘‘Moonan.”’ 
Protesting that perhaps the man had become 
famous since he left the States, Bowles insisted 
that he had no idea who ‘‘Moonan” could be. 
“Later, when | went to my room, | heard some 
people arriving in the suite next door, and a few 
minutes later, the sound -of a violin. Hmm, | 
thought, he’s pretty good. My Moroccan travel- 
ing companion, however, was outraged at the 
disturbance and thought the violinist to be mock- 
ing us. He took out his flute and began to blow 
wildly. The violin stopped. The flute stopped. The 
violin started up again. The flutist resumed play- 
ing. This went on for some time, until the violinist 
1 moved to a further room in his suite, shut the door 
' and was no longer heard.”’ | put in that knowing 
Yehudi, he would have imitated a flutist on his 
violin. Bowles remarked that he probably would 
have if the cacophony of the flutist had been 
reproducible. ‘‘Anyway, a little while later | heard 
a woman;s voice calling Yehudi’ and immediate- 
ly, of course, | realized who it was. My Moroc- 


to get the Beats.” The dinner went off horribly, 
as Ginsberg took joints from his “large humidor 
filled with marijuana cigarettes” and only later ex- 
plained to the Russians what it was. When they 
quickly put out the joints and stuffed them in their 
pockets asking if it weren’t illegal, Ginsberg 
answered, “Of course, that is why we must 
smoke it in protest.”’ Later Ginsberg remarked 
that “Khrushchev is an idiot.”’ The Russian who 
had become a spokesman for the three was 
shocked. ‘“‘Why do you call Khrushchev an idiot? 
We don’t call Eisenhower an idiot.” “You 
should,”’ answered Ginsberg, ‘‘because he is.” 
This caused the three Russians to excuse 
themselves to another room, “‘huddled like a foot- 
ball team,” in Bowles’ words, to decide what to 
do next. Evidently things did not improve, as 
Ginsberg began making sexual advances to one 
of the Russians during coffee. They fled soon 
thereafter. (Two of them were kicked out of the 
States as spies several months later). When ask- 
ed by the flustered hostess why he had behav- 
ed so outrageously, Ginsberg replied, ‘‘To show 
them how people behave here in America.” “‘Im- 
agine,”’ said Bowles, ‘‘Americans behaving like 
Allen. Nobody acts like Ginsberg.”’ 


Of the Beats in general, and at the mention of 
Giorno and Corso in particular, he leaned toward 
me and muttered, shaking his head. “Very ir- 
responsible writing, don’t you think? | mean, one 
has to have a point when one writes, and one 
must be able to express it. | did this for Bill (Bur- 
roughs) for a while, editing some of the “cut-up”’ 
prose he sent to Antaeus. | hope | helped him get 
his points across. It’s interesting that no matter 
what he uses for his cut-ups, you can always pick 
it out as Bill’s. He came here three years ago to 
visit me and we reminisced.” | told him that I’d 
heard Burroughs read from his latest book, Cities 
of the Red Dawn, and wondered if his normal con- 
versational style was similar. Bowles rewarded 
me with an impeccable and hilarious Burroughs 
impersonation, answering that he’d never heard 
him speak publicly, but “‘this is how he speaks! 
Almost inaudibly.”’ 


Bowles got up to make more tea, and | glanced 
around at the books on the coffee tables: A few 
copies of Antaeus, a literary magazine Bowles 
founded about fifteen years ago which still bears 
his name but not his editing, Tangier being too 
great a distance from which to edit an American 
publication. “Fifty-seven varieties make this 
possible,” he said happily, surprised | didn’t 
understand the reference to the magazine’s 
backer and publisher, Heinz of catsup fame. 
There is a volume of three short Dostoevsky 
novellas, and The Coward by Czech exile writer 
Joseph Skovorecky. By this time it was dark out- 
side, and the room was in shadows from the one 
light in the corner by Bowles’ head. Kif smoke 
hung in the air, and | felt high, not quite able to 
focus clearly on everything being said. | 
wondered if Bowles felt the same, but two days 
later, on our second meaning, he seemed ab- 
solutely sharp in remembering what had been 
Said, even though we both enjoyed the momen- 
tarily amusing haziness brought on by so much 
kif. The tea once again in place, Bowles, with a 
certain stiffness, walked to the bedroom to turn 
on the stereo. He is a noted expert on Moroccan 
music, having recorded and annotated a collec- 
tion for the Library of Congress. We talked a lit- 
tle of the brotherhoods that produce 
polyrhythmic, trance-inducing music resulting in 
a frantic dance by the Jilila dancers, culminating 
in a rite of masochistic slashing. Mrabat, for one, 


Kif smoke hung in the air, and I felt 
high, not quite able to focus Clearly 
on the conversatione I wondered if 
Bowles felt the same, but two days la-. 
ter he seemed absolutely sharp in re- 
membering everything that had been 


Said. 


can was outraged: ’How dare he let her call him 
that! | would knock her down!’ | refrained from 
telling him that this was actually the man’s 
name.” (Not only does Yehudi mean Jew, it is 
also the word Moroccans use to call their 
donkeys). 


There is a photograph, featured in the 
autobiography, of Bowles with Ginsberg, Orlov- 
sky, Burroughs and Corso, and we talked a little 
of the Beats. Bowles remarked that though 
Kerouac was not his favorite writer, and On The 
Road not Kerouac’s best book, it was still com- 
pletely original when it was written. He refused 
to discuss Ginsberg’s poetry, throwing back his 
head and laughing out loud at the mention of his 
friend, whom he called “a very amusing 
character.” At a dinner party in New York in the 
’50’s, a friend of his had the idea of bringing the 
Beat poets face to face with three Soviet govern- 
ment officials. As Bowles put it, “It was my job 


is a Jilila. What came over the loudspeakers, 
however, was the sweet music of Steve Reich. 
| mistook it for Philip Glass and received a speedy 
correction. Bowles dismissed Glass’s music as 
simplistic, boring and flirting with the commer- 
cial. Reich’s music, he suggested, can provide 
the perfect background while coming to the fore 
to be picked up whenever one pleases. The ex- 


- cruciating tonality and delicate orchestration give 


the music a soothing clarity even in the richest 
passages. Bowles revels in this music. He ex- 
pressed admiration for Reich’s use of acoustic 
instruments to create a very “‘electronic’’ soun- 
ding music. | asked Bowles if he had ever used 
' electronic instruments. Yes, he answered, he had 
: used some electronics in the tapes of incidental 
| music composed for the annual theatre produc- 
tions at the local American school. This is, in fact, 
; his most recent work. The electronics came of 
‘necessity due to the paucity of good musicians 
in the area. 


As 10:00 pm neared and Bowles announced that 
he was ‘‘putting on his soup,” (first course of the 
dinner Mrabat had left behind), | got up to leave, 
asking to borrow the autobiography. He handed 
me a copy of the British edition, apologizing that 
the American version was physically a much 
handsomer book, but that he had only one copy 
left. He reassured me that the content of the two 
editions is identical. We took the elevator down 
together, and as he unlocked the door for me, 
he pointed to the long vertical metal bars across 
the glass and, grinning broadly, said, ‘This 
building was built in Mau-Mau times,”’ stretching 


dience. He proudly told me that for the first time 
all his writings are in print, ‘‘and this is very 
good.” When | complimented him on the beauty 
of his story ‘‘A Circular Valley,” he smiled warmly 
and answered that “‘it’s good to know it’s still 
there.”’ Of course it is very much there, along with 
an enormous body of work, and Bowles seem 
quite content with resting on his considerable 
achievements. He is proud of everything behind 
him and all that he has finished. Not a man who 
has run away from himself or his work, (as so 
many of his characters do), he has resisted this 
temptation and continually striven to create in a 


" see two flies make their frantic love 
on his lips." I remarked to Bowles 
that I thought this to be a particu- 
larly beautiful image. “An affirmation 
of life, isn't it?" he replied. "Of 
course, they are just flies, but it's 
all the same, don't you think?" 


his mouth to emphasize the long vocal sounds. 
When he smiles, Bowles’ face becomes 
somewhat triangular and his teeth jut out in an 
impish, slightly sarcastic manner. | told him I’d 
be back in a couple of days. ‘“‘Inch’Allah,” he 
grinned again, shook my hand with a full grip, and 
| walked off into the deserted Tangier streets 
completely stoned. | was so high that | got com- 
pletely lost on the way home and had to eat two 
egg sandwiches along the way to help restore my 
body to normal. | had the absurd feeling that 
Bowles, maintaining total control, never inhaled 
the kif, but stayed perfectly sober while encourag- 
ing his guests to get completely wasted, observ- 
ing the effects. A clear head, of course, dispell- 
ed the thought. The next day was spent at the 
beach reading Without Stopping. . 


Two evenings later, Bowles’ company included 
a young Guatemalan writer who had just com- 
pleted a translation of Bowles’ novel Up Above 
the World, and a woman dancer-musician from 
New York. Mrabat was there for a while cooking 
dinner, and his presence is so much a part of 
Bowles’ life that he assumed that Mrabat and | 
had met on my previous visit. Once again we 
settled into the cushions, drinking tea and smok- 
ing kif. Uncharacteristically, politics came up in 
the form of Qaddafi and King Hassan’s recently 
proclaimed friendship. Bowles expressed his 
amusement at how quickly the Moroccan people 
always support what comes out of the King’s 
mouth, no matter how fickle the pronouncements. 
He casually mentioned that 90% of the popula- 
tion is illiterate, (a figure that | think is exag- 
gerated), but shrugged his shoulders regarding 
a solution. Evoking one of his pet peeves, Bowles 
talked of all the African countries’ problems as 
“typical of what happens as a result of col- 
onialism.”’ 


The conversation turned to movies and Bowles 
asked about John Houston's Wise Blood, based 
1ery O’Connor’s novel. He hadn't seen 
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much less satisfactory. Rodrigo mentioned how 
realistic the movie portrayal of the drunken con- 
sul seemed, and Bowies said he was not surpris- 
ed, explaining that Houston, (who - directed 
Bowles’ Broadway adaptation of Sartre’s Huis 
Clos), often used hypnotism with his actors. 


When the other guests had left, | asked Bowles 
if he had a tape of his two-piano concerto, one 
of his few compositions not tied to the theatre. 
He was glad to play it for me. What | heard sur- 
prised me as more old-fashioned than | would 
have imagined. Bowles turned to me and sighing- 
ly smiled, ‘‘I’m afraid this piece is now years old.” 
It is music firmly of its period. Fun and rhythmical- 
ly very strong, it reminds one of Bartok or 
Shostakovitch, without quite matching their 
originality. Indeed the French-influenced, almost 
too sugary harmonies seem firmly rooted in the 
nineteenth century, whose music Bowles says he 
doesn’t care for. Though the sweet romanticism 
reminded me, | think to Bowles’ horror, of 
Mendelssohn, he prefers to think of his music as 
descended from Satie. As he replaced his own 
music with more Reich, | realized what an ideal 
progression this music was from the sounds of 
the turn-of-the-century French Impressionists. 
The music of Bowles and his contemporaries had 
been a logical transitional step in the process that 
eventually produced Reich’s airy music; 
thoroughly romantic, yet devoid of any un- 
necessary sugar and spice. Now | understood 
why Bowles enjoyed Reich’s music so much. 


It also became clear to me why Bowles is general- 
ly forgotten as a composer while his literary con- 
tributions ~~ ~~ “S$. ee Sn AU 


progressively clearer manner. Though he 
acknowledged that it might be possible to divide 
any writer’s work into different periods, he denied 
that there was any progression from his earliest 
stories, written in the 1940’s, to the most recent 
in the ’70’s. His last stories, ‘“The Fkih’’ and 
“‘Allal’’ for example, though not necessarily bet- 
ter than his earlier work, are written around the 
bare framework of short, simple Moroccan folk 
tales, and seem even a simplification of his 
already clear style. In his last poems as well, such 
as ‘‘Next to Nothing” and ‘Nights’, the false 
symbolist and surrealistic trappings have been 
done away with. It seems, indeed, that Bowles 
nad been grinding to a halt and has finally, con- 
tentedly stopped. His life today is Moroccan in 
its atmosphere of living for the moment, (tomor- 
row will only come ‘‘Inch’Allah’’), while maintain- 
ing a daily, ritual sameness. (It is this attitude, 
| believe, that stifles the “‘progress’’ of the whole 
country, yet its dignity is entirely appropriate in 
an aging and highly accomplished man). Many 
of the anecdotes he seemed so spontaneously 


to recount | found nearly word for word in his 
autobiography. His life is expressed and summ- 
ed up in his work; his movements and anecdotes 
in his autobiography. Bowles was amused when 
| remarked that in stories such as “‘The Suc- 
cessor’ it seemed as if he were making fun of. 
Islam’s irrational belief that everything is totally 
controlled by Allah. He said that this was not his 
intention at all, despite the fact that he is not 
religious by any means and comes from a solid- 
ly atheist family. (“Nobody in my family, at least 
as far as my grandparents, had anything to do 
with that sort of thing,’’ he told me). Indeed, the 
tales are not written mockingly, but very plainly, 
highlighting what Bowles has been all his life: a 
very careful observer. 


Bowles closes his autobiography by stating 
agreement with a Moroccan proverb to the effect 
that ‘‘one cannot truly appreciate life without the 
constant contemplation of death.”’ Such an at- 
titude enables him now not to merely sit and wait 
for death, but, as expressed in the simplicity of 
the poetry to which he returned in his last 
writings, ‘‘... to master silence / Control its curves 
inhabit its dark corners / And listen to the hiss 
of the outside / (Not what is meant and far from 
why).” 


Before leaving, | wanted to talk about The Shelter- 
ing Sky. Bowles described his actual meeting with 
a “‘Lyle-like’’ couple, comfortably easing into 
“Port” after beginning his tale in the first person. 
In Without Stopping he tells of the first time he 
got high on kif (eating majoun), and how it in- 
spired his writing of Port’s death. Clarifying this 
for me, he said that Kit’s observation of Port’s 
dying was written very precisely and under total 
control. Only the character’s inner state and his 
perception of dying came to the author while he 
was high. Bowles said, “I saw a very flat, sharp 
highway -- a path that came from the sky and 
became so sharp that it turned into a sound.” As 
Port dies and Kit bends down to look at him for 
the last time, ‘‘two flies make their frantic love 
on his lips.’’ | remarked to Bowles that | thought 
this to be a particularly beautiful image. He smil- 
ed and replied, ‘‘l remember reading it back after 
I'd written it and thinking that it was especially 
good. An affirmation of life, isn’t it?’’ he con- 
tinued. ‘‘Of course they are just flies, but it’s all 
the same, don’t you ~ think?’’ 


Paul Wallfisch 
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BREAKING RECORDS 


Eighth Route Army-Nihilist Olym- 
pics (One Dimensional) 


Sound the trumpets. It’s here. 
Eighth Route Army’s first LP which 
has been ‘‘out soon” for a very 
long time is finally here, and it was 
worth the wait. 


Side one, entitled NOW, has five 
new songs that the band for the 
most part hasn’t shown us live 
before. When you hear it for the 
first time it’s hard to believe that 
this is the same band. | mean 
violins and what you’re used to 
thinking about Eighth Route Army 
don’t go hand in hand. So don’t go. 
into this with expectations, because 
the violins and eighth Route Army 
do go hand in hand, and quite 
nicely, | might add. ‘‘Gypsy”’ is an 
instrumental with tambourines and 
some great guitar work alongside 
the above-mentioned violins. ‘‘Out- 
side My Window” is a song about 
being afraid to go outside and is 
highlighted by fab harmonica and 
Slick backing vocals. ‘‘Never 
Muriel’ is the gruffest of the new 
side and shows that the band can 
be slick without giving up the kick. 
‘“Parade’’ is about the Army and 
the mainstream -- ‘There goes the 


parade again. I’m not part of it or 
an observer...’’ -- and goes on to 
poke fun at society. ‘I love a 
parade.” ‘Wanda (Sweeps Out the 
Sea)” is a great song despite its 
running into a wall in the middle 
eight. Musically it could be a dif- 
ferent song, but the band has a 
cleaner segue in getting out of the. 
chorus, and the song glides on har- 
mony and rhythm and comes out 
shining. 


Side two, entitled THEN, contains 
the band’s more familiar material: 
‘Vice Presidente,” ‘‘Daily Beat,” 
‘‘Hollywood Babies,” “Trench 
Coat,’’ ‘‘World Of Hate,” ‘“‘Record- 
Burning Party,” “No Leader’’ and 
“Think For Yourself.” Their style 
isn’t garage, but that early punk 
energy with a heavy-hitting rhythm 
section comes across wonderfully 
even in the studio. Between the 
two sides you get the panorama of 
the band’s talent and a very en- 
joyable 40 minutes of music. The 
future looks bright (as Elvis would 
say) for Eighth Route Army. 
Hopefully they can mix the political 
bashings of their THEN material 
with more avant-garde material 
from the NOW, and come up 
winners. 

Vinnie van Gee 


Dream Academy- (Warner 
Brothers) 


The !.P sounds like the band and 
producer David Gilmour had a nice 
long time tn make it. This does not 
necessarily mean that it’s worth 
taking your time to listen to it. The 
record’s fatal flaw is that ts it 
technicaily flawless The band, 
somewhere underneain it all, 
sourds pretty good, but how are 
we t distinguish this from the 
latest Howard Jones LP? The 
Academy’s talent and apparent 
soul are sanded to nothingness. 
There is such a thing as ‘“‘too pret- 
ty.” As Huck Finn would say, 
“They ain’t got no sand in ’em!” 
Jim Neill 


The Jesus and Mary Chain-Just 
Like Honey (12”’ Blance Y Negro 
UK 


These guys sure better have 
something up their sleeve because 
someéone’s going to call their bluff 
pretty soon. ‘Just Like Honey” is 
not to be trusted. It may sound real 
purdy and ail but it’s not really 
much of a song. Don’t give it more 
credit than it deserves just because 
it stands in marked contrast to their 
other stuff. It’s probably a joke and 
it’s on you. In addition to an alter- 
nate demo version of ‘‘Honey”’ 
there are two more of the Chain’s 
trademarked subway train 
derailments disguised as songs on 
this disc. All in all, further evidence 
that we’re being taken for a ride. 
Jim Neill 


The Fountainhead-Rhythm Method 
(12”’ Fountain Label UK) 


An unbeatable dance track. A bit 
like Cabaret Voltaire’s last few 
singles but not as droning. The 
heart of the song belongs to the 
drum machine and synthesizers, 
but the guitar gets its share of the 
action, piping in at times with a 
sort of snake charmer melody. and ° 
winding its way in and out through 
the beat. The two songs on the flip 
don’t fare as well. ‘Move On In” is 
mediocre synth pop with Duranes- 
que guitars and a riff lifted from a 
bad Motels song. ‘‘Take The 
Blame”’ takes the worst bits of 
Human League, Soft Cell and 
Depeche Mode and commits 
suicide right on the turntable. 
Jim Neill 


Fetchin Bones-Cabin Flounder (DB 
Recerds) 


Too consciously crazy and nutty. 
From Charlotte, N.C. they’re damn 
happy to have been produced by 
Don Dixon at Mitch’s Drive-in 
Studio. A few listens to the record 
and you realize that this bunch has 
more spirit than talent. They com- 
bine folk and country with what 
their press release calls “hardcore 
rock energy.”’ Sounds like a less 
packaged Lone Justice to my ears. 
Not half bad and actually sorta fun 
if you can tolerate a little 
recklessness. 

Jim Neill 


Pink Industry-New Beginnings 
(ZULU) 


Cold soul music, music in which 
fears and sorrows are separated 
from the hard fact of the body and 
distilled. Torch song after the heat, 
“What | Wouldn’t Give” is despera- 
tion beyond the point where the 
singer bothers to address anyone, 
in @ weary electro delirium. An up- 
dated version of Marianne 
Faithful’s ‘Why D’ya Do What Ya 
Did” without the malice. Cold soul 
setting, an all-too-human voice 
against an alienating background, 
jewels of melancholy or 1 jigger of 
Young Marble Giants, a shot of 
Cocteau Twins, a splash of Roxy 
Music’s 1st served over ice. ~ 
Cheers. 

Vinnie van Gee 


The Fall-This Nation’s Saving 
Grace (Beggars Banquet) 


“This is a cool group...’’ Northern 
Slang King Mark E. Smith spews 
music he says is loosely based on 
and influenced by the rantings of 
an extreme Hasidic sect in central 
Europe (circa 1700) who believed 
that only by exuding badness could 
the soul be full of goodness. Mark 
E. (the man who put the OW in 
knowledge) exudes, while John 
Leckie creates the illusion that they 
are a big time 80’s studio pop 
group by putting instruments in 
places where one would not expect 
to find them. Mark sings through a 
cardboard tube (my new house). 
Someone says, “Hey Mark, you're 
messing up the paint work” with 
that strange mix of Trad Rock and 
random leaps of The Fall, like so- 
meone’s dream gone wrong. All of 
which makes-for The Fall’s most 
accessible LP (meaning that this is 
infinitely more peculiar than 
anything else released this year). 
“This is a cool group...” 

Vinnie van Gee 


Hoodoo Gurus-Bittersweet (7” Big 
Time -- Australia) 


If this song isn’t all over the radio 
within a month I’m going to 
Strangle somebody. I’d like to start 
with A&M Records, who recently 
dumped the Gurus from their label. 
Once again this fine band’s records 
are available only as exorbitantly- 
priced Australian imports. There is 
a U.S. office for the Big Time label, 
but | have yet to see evidence of a 
domestic pressing of the single (or 
the LP, which hasn’t made it to 
Western Mass. but has been spot- 
ted in Boston for 20 bux). This is a 
perfect follow-up to “I Want You 
Back,’”’ which could have gone to 
#1, | swear, if it had been played 
.On more radio stations. These guys 
have pop music smarts like you 
wouldn’t believe. They’ve taken a 
three-chord riff and turned it into 
an amazing song with passionate 
vocais. | can’t get this thing off my 
turntable and it’s not because the 
hole’s too small. 
Jim Neill 


The Armoury Show- Waiting For 
The Floods (EMI/America) 
Wire Train-Between Two Words 
(415/Columbia) 


The Armoury Show’s lead singer 
looks like Roger Daltrey and 
sounds like Bunnyman lan 
McCulloch. The quartet’s family 
tree includes such notables as 
Magazine and Siouxsie. The U.S. 
debut, which features all of the 
U.K. singles, sounds entirely pro- 
fessional but is lacking in 
Substance and purpose. They are 
certainly far down the list of new 
British talent worth checking out. 
The music resembles that of Echo 
and the Bunnymen with a gran- 
diose Big Country sense of self- 
importance. This is the kind of well- 
packaged record that someone who 
didn’t know any better would pick 
up and be tricked into believing 
was a major big deal. This is what 
the record company is hoping for. 
Don’t be a sucker. 


_ Meanwhile, on our own shores, 
San Francisco-based Wire Train 
suffer from essentially the same 
problem. Their music is to 
American rock what The Armoury 
Show’s is to British rock. They in- 
Corporate familiar and proven for- 
mulas skillfully but to no worthwhile 
end. In Wire Train’s case, primary 
elements of R.E.M. and 415 
labelmates Translator are utilized 
without any shame. At best, a 
cheap imitation of the real thing. 
Jim Neill 


The Cult-Rain (7‘Beggars Banquet 
UK) 


Heavy Metal, despite its shortcom- 
ings, has Kept alive an overlooked 
and undervalued feature of most 
modern rock music: loud electric 
guitars. The Cult’s new single, 
Rain‘, is the latest in what has 
been an amazing trilogy of guitar- 
oriented songs. Far more disciplin- 
ed than sonic sludgemasters like 
Red Lorry Yellow Lorry or The 
Sisters of Mercy, The Cult has 
been cranking out some of the 
most satisfying stuff I’ve heard in a 
while. It isn’t really heavy metal, 
but for a retired AC/DC fan like me 
it provides an electric guitar fix that 
| don’t have to be embarrassed 
about liking. The real killer on this 
Single is the flip, “Little Face,” 
which is powerful, potent, precise; 


_ one of those songs that makes the 


goose bumps rise; the adrenalin 
pump, and the body drop into stan- 
dard air-guitar position. 

Jim Neill 


Marshall Crenshaw-Downtown 
(Warner Brothers) 


At first | was disappointed to tears. 
| wanted this to be the Marshall 
Crenshaw album | had always 
dreamed of. The fact that it had 
been two years since his last vinyl 
venture made expectations even 
higher. 


Finally it arrived, but alas, even 
after several listens | remained un- 
moved. Something inexplicable has 
happened since. Could this record 
I'm listening to now be the same 
one that, hands clutched together, I 


‘listened to that first day? Yes, and 


boy do | owe Marsh an apology. 


This is a fabulous record. It retains ; 


the simple pop charm that made 
the first two LPs so irresistible but 
is effectively laced with musical 
Styles previously left out of the mix. 
Critics of the slick popsicle produc- 
tion of the second album will be 
pleasantly surprised by what hap- 
pens to Crenshaw’s music with T- 
Bone Burnett at the wheel. Shades 
of country music speak clearly and 
coherently through the pristine pop 
Marshall is so fond of. Top tracks 
include “‘I’m Sorry (But so is Bren- 
da Lee)” and the Mitch Easter- 
Produced “‘Blues Is King.”’ Give 
Downtown a chance and then give 
it another one. Sooner or later is 
will hit you just the right way. 
Promise. 

Jim Neill 
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Robin Hitchcock-Gotta Let This 
Hen Out (Midnite UK) 


Surprise! Live Hitchcock record. 
This set recorded at The Marquee 
in London last Spring follows a 
Similar track sequence to that per- 
formed at Jonathan Swift’s in 
Boston this summer (a much- 
anticipated but ultimately an- 
ticlimactic concert). Decent recor- 
ding quality and some old Soft 
Boys tunes make this pretty much 
a must for fanatical followers but all 
in all not too much happens here. 
The madcap monologues between 
Songs that were a highlight of the 
Boston show are missing, and what 
really irks me is that the unrecord- 
ed song “I Know You’re Out 
There,” which melted the gathering 
at Swift’s, isn’t here either. Nothing 
on this album can’t be found in 
better shape on various Studio 
albums... but | still love him. 

Jim Neill 


Black Flag-/n My Head (SST 
Records) 


Doesn’t Black Flag realize that 
their principal audience probably 
can’t afford to buy a new Flag LP 
every two months (not to mention 
Henry’s collection of poetry)? This 
wouldn't be such a problem except 
that the music on said records pret- 
ty much stinks. If a band is going 
to continue to make records, 
especially this often, there just isn’t 
any excuse for not improving. 
Especially when, instead, they get 
worse. In short, quantity is 
defeating quality. 


Alternate review of same LP for 
diehard Black Flag fans: 


Decent new disc from the Flag. 
More straight-ahead metal with that 
deranged Black Flag edge to it. 
Voice reverb on ‘‘Retired at 21” 
and uncharacteristically tuneful 
background harmonies are just a 
couple of the elements that make 
this one of the most adventurous of 
the recent rash of Black Flag 
albums. Gregg Ginn still can’t real- 
ly pull off the guitar solos he gets 
himself into, although it’s humorous 
listening to him try. | still miss the 
days of ‘‘Rise Above,” “TV Party,” 
etc., but who, including - 
themselves, could ever hope to top 
those albums? At this frantic pace 
of touring and recording, | can’t 
believe they’re still together. At this 
point you either love or hate them. 
I do both. 

Jim Neill 


COMPILING NATIONS: THE 
COMPILATIONS 


Dig This (Forward Sounds 
International) 

Good Morning Mister Presley (A 
Grunt Grunt A Go Go) 

it You Can’t Please Yourself You 
Can’t, Please Your Soul 

(Some Bizarre) 


Dig This - A tribute to the great 
Strike benefits, meetings, songs, 
poems, collections, arguments. The 
Miners’ Strike inspired a great 
wave of cultural solidarity. The 
Poison Girls, Mekons and The Men 
They Couldn’t Hang performed live 
at a gig organized by the Lambeth 
Miners Support Group. Side two 
yields studio recordings by Akimbo, 
Steve Lake, Leningrad Sandwich, 
The Ex, Omega Tribe and Chum. 
bawamba. All bands that you pro- 
bably never heard of, but there are 
many great songs here and of 
course ail money raised by the LP 


goes to the Miners’ Solidarity Fund. 


Good Morning Mister Presley is 
another compilation of some very 
unknown bands -- Marc Riley & the 
Creepers, Yeah Yeah’ Noh, The 
Bomb Party, The Janitors, The 
Botha Boys, Five Go Down To The 
Sea?, Microdisney, Les Garcons, 
The Fire Hydrant Men, The Or- 
dinaires, Gee, Mr. Tracy!, Ronnie 
Can You Hear Me?, The Rivals, 
Big and Beautiful, and Laugh Away 
The Rain. The LP has some great 
liner notes and a cool graphic 
about 5 great songs, 5 good songs 
and 5 bad songs, all of which are 
not available anywhere else. 


/f You Can’t Please Yourself You 
Can’t, Please Your Soul has ab- 
solutely the greatest artwork inside 
and out of any record in the last 
two years. This alone is worth the 
price of admission. What’s inside is 
almost as good as tracks by Scrap- 
ing Foetus Off The Wheel -- “The 
only good Christian is a dead 
Christian”’ -- offensive, yes, but a 
danceable tune none the less. 
Cabaret Voltaire throw down with 
‘Product Patrol; The Test Depart- 
ment come through with “Total 
Nervous Phenomenon” and right 
they are. Psychic TV and Marc Al- 
mond deliver exclusive tracks that 


rack and roll respectively. Side two: 


more great graphics and a wonder- 
ful The The song, “Fish and 
Bones.” Coil offers a song not 
about shit, ‘‘The Wheel.” Yellow 
gives us a dance floor upheaval 
“The Roxy Cut,” and Virginia 
Ashley’s ‘Waiting For The Fall” 
differs so much from Einsturzende 
Neubauten’s ‘“‘Wardrobe”’ that it’s 
simply beautiful to see them back 
to back on the same album. 


Vinnie van Gee 
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Camper Van Beethoven- Telephone 
Free Landslide Victory (Independent 
Project Records) 


Nothing bad to say about this 
groovy record. Weirdabilly at its 
best. Poker-faced delivery of 
twisted lyrics (on ‘‘Take The 
Skinheads Bowling,’’ ‘“‘The Day 
That Lassie Went To The Moon”’ 
and others) prevent CVB from 
seeming to try too hard to be fun- 
ny. As a result, they really are 
quite witty... and competent musi- 
cians too, an odd wedding of The 
Specials and Los Lobos on the 
assorted instrumental tracks. Other 
highlights include sendups of hard- 
core and psychedelia and a rousing 
rendition of Black Flag’s ‘‘Wasted‘. 
Beautiful jacket from the cardboard 
freaks at Independent Project. 
Great art. Buy. 

Jim Neill 


SHORTCUTS 


God’s Favorite-Myrmidon 


From L.A., these guys blatantly rip 


foft lyrics trom Echo's Rescue’ On 
[pop using mid-period Pink Floyd as | 


Jim Neill 


Winter Hours (Link Records ep) 


Well-executed attempt at an ill- 


founded idea: make another god- 
damn R.E.M. record. Why bother? 
Still, if you’ve got an unlimited ap- — , 


petite for this stuff, Winter Hours 


comes recommended. Produced b 
Bongo Rob Norris. 


Jim Neill 


Meat 
Whiplash 


THE FEEDBACK BAG 


Slaughter Joe-/’l/ Follow You Down 


(Creation) 

Meat Whiplash-Don’t Slip Up 
(Creation) 

The Jesus and Mary Chain-Just 
Like Honey (Blanco y Negro) 


Slaughter Joe, aka Joe Foster, pro- 
ducer and mentor of The Jesus 
and Mary Chain, spews up over- 
the-edge hoarse-for-the-course 
hysteria. Choked melody over 
guitar dogfights and wild psycho 
harmonica outro sounding like the 
Dream Syndicate on a bad trip or 
Bob Dylan in a fiery hell. 


Meat Whiplash’s ‘‘Don’t Slip Up” is 
inspired by, produced by and 
sounds like The JAMC but who 
cares? This record pins the 
needles on the deck and parents to 
the ceiling. Surf harmonies, great 
chord progression and white noise 
feedback... | could never get 
enough of this stuff. 


The Jesus and Mary Chain’s 4th 
single, ‘‘Just Like Honey,” puts the 
shhh on the feedback, drops the 
surf melodies and what we are left 
with is an undeniably pretty pop 
song. Amazing? The B side is 
more so, an acoustic version of 
“Just Like Honey.’’ Wow! ‘‘Head’’ 
has a wall of grumbling behind the 
haunting lyrics, “and | walk away 


from your head,’ in the end though . 


the Head catches up and the feed- 
back wins. ‘‘Cracked’”’ 
is more ghostly than ‘‘Head”’ with a 
more violent ending. The ep will 
surprise a lot of people (one way or 
another). 

Vinnie van Gee 


Echo And The Bunnymen-Bring 
On The Dancing Horses (Koroval) 


The horses are here, the Bun- 


nymen are back and as slick as 
ever. Nothing radically different but 


when you're as good as they are 


innie van Gee 


Ramones-Bonzo Goes To Bittburg 
(Beggars Banquet) _ 


The Boys can take the biggest 


chunk out of Ron’s nose yet, and a 
well-deserved one, too. The B-side 
“Daytime Dilemma” from LP Too 


Tough To Die is the pinnacle of the 
Ramones’ career. The Ramones 


Umass November 1 


will be appearing at the S.U.B. at 


NEWSFLASH 


Big Audio Dynamite-Bottom Line 
(CBS) 

The Clash-This /s England (CBS) 
Topper Headon-Drumming Man 
(Mercury) 


All three factions of the CLASH 
have released singles this month, 
all good ones, too, let’s run ’em 
down. Big Audio Dynamite, Mick 
Jones’ new band, has come up 
with a winner. “‘The Bottom Line’’ 
has. Mick’s unmistakable guitar 
meshed with 

beatbox rhythms, sound effects and 
a funky reggae stylee slithering up, 
down and around Jones’ reedy pop 
voice. ‘‘When you reach the bottom 
line the only thing to do is climb / 
Pick yourself off the floor, any thing 
you want is yours.”’ Mick, it’s 
yours. Welcome back. 


Joe Strummer and his yes men 
come up with ‘This Is England,” a 
rousing singalong anthem that if 
released by anyone else | would 
think alot of, but under the name 


The Chant-Sheets To the Wind 
(Safety Net) 


From Florida -- more psychedelic 


backwash and Rickenbacker posing 
but, again, fairly well done. How 


come every time | close my eyes 


and randomly pull a record off the 


shelf lately, it sounds like this? 
Jim Neill 


Grapes of Wrath-September Bowl 
of Green (Nettwerk) 


This Canadian trio competently ex- 
plores the darker side of melodic 


guitar pop. Some tracks, guitars all 


a-janglin , are truly stunning. 


Others are unremarkable, including 


the pointless cover of The Beatles’ 


“If | Needed Someone.”’ 
Jim Neill 


of The Clash (with the History of 
the CLASH, “‘the only band that 
mattered’’) to hear Joe complain “‘l 
got my motorcycle jacket but I’m 
walking all the time...”’ Well, Strum- 
mer won’t be righting all the 
wrongs in the world, but in all 
fairness Joe’s gruff vocals and 
wicked Mohawk rhythm guitar do 
rock and it does stay in your head 
longer than ‘The Bottom Line.” 


Topper Headon is simply the 
coolest of the lot. “‘Drumming 
Man” is a 40’s Gene Krupa classic 
that swings with truckloads of 
brass, Hammond organ, piano, 
bass, guitar and drums. There’s a 
lot of soul influence and some 
finger-poppin’, beboppin’ Jazz. 
Topper has cleaned up his act (he 
looks ten years younger) and 
drawn upon his expansive musical 
background (Nick was drummer for 
the Temptations, Pat Travers and 
what’s-their-name) and come up 
with a fun, for him and us, record. 
This is the pick of the litter. 

Vinnie van Gee 


Einsturzende Neubauten-7/2. 
Mensch 


Where the JAMC play what we’ve 
dubbed ‘“‘Noise Music,’ think of it 


| Enter | Einsturzende Neubauten | Neubauten 
| Noise Music. For Grown-ups. | Music. For Grown-ups. 


Cie eae ee made of. 


Vinnie van Gee | 


All About Eve-D /s For Desire 
(Eden) 


This has to be Siouxsie and the 


different label. If it is it’s wonderful, 


if it isn’t they should be sued 


“9 "SA Glare 


Project Adventure 


Three new songs from the Valley’s newest band have been leaked to 
us (God, it’s great being the music editor of a prestigious magazine -- 
unlimited drugs, limos...).and they’re great, as are the band. The tape 
contains ‘‘Punks on Easy Street,” ‘Secrets’ and “Hand To Mouth,” 
giving a pretty good idea of the band’s flexibility and styles, their talent, 
and between songs, humor. ‘‘This one’s called hand to mouth, 
something we know nothing about.’ 


‘Punks on Easy Street,’ a song about Rafe and the kids in front of the 
bank, starts off with Kirk Forde’s stark piano, and then Jon and com- 
pany Kick In. Sparky Huntoon narrates this social commentary, singing 
“Walking too slow down easy street, | forgot how to use my feet. Now 
somebody wanis to 

steal my seat. Time moves quickly when you're okay. Wind moves 
slowly when you’ve gone astray, leaves you dreaming of yesterday...” 
This is definitely the best local song I’ve heard in my two years here. 
See them now so you can say you saw them later. 


Vinnie van Gee 


Rapture Of The Deep 


Hipshoot was lucky to get an advance tape of R.O.D.’s soon-to-be 12” 
ep Under Quabbin. The five songs, produced by the team that brought 
us Salem 66, show David Wildman’s voice at its best ever, delivering 
his sculpted lyrics over his opulently recorded guitar and Shari Priss’s 
eerie keyboards. The teenage rhythm section of Dave Rodriguez and 
Chris Weinberg rocks hard throughout. Every one of these songs com- 
bines immediate appeal with innovative sound and arrangement, but 
the initial nominee for superhit is ‘‘Madame Nothing,” which is also go- 
ing to be included on a S.C.R.E.A.M. (Sampler Compilation of Really 
Exciting American Music) due out in mid-November. All the hard work 
and high standards of this remarkable band have paid off big. When 
this record is all over college radio (and beyond!?!) remember who told 
you so. If you can’t wait (and why should you?) you can see them 
Halloween night at Smith College. Go! 

Dr. Sax 


Ray Mason-Love Walk 


It is positively inspiring to see a local musician like Ray, who’s been 
around for quite a while, continue to grow and develop. Love Walk is by 
far Ray’s finest collection of catchy pop tunes (bordering on infectious). 
Some enhancement from Peter Keppler, drumming from Chet Pacek, 
guitar help by Jim Armenti, and fine harmonies by Laurianne Fiorentino 
make Ray’s ‘“‘dozen” a wonderful batch of humor and word play. 
“Such startling discoveries... | mean do grasshoppers really have 
knees?” Serve it up on your biggest platter, Ray, our appetites are 
growing. Love Walk is available at Main St. Records, Northampton. 
Vinnie van Gee 


If you or your band have a tape that you would like to see reviewed in these 
pages, send it to ON DECK, c/o OH NO! NOHO!, Box 413, NOHO, MA 01060. 


HALLOWEEN PARTY 
WITH PAJAMA 
SLAVE DANCERS 
AND DADVISION 


; | ALSO LOOK FOR: PROJECT 
AFE ADVENTURE 
4-5 —— RAPTURE OF THE DEEP 
JEFF HOLMES BIG BAND 
AND MUCH MORE! 


Pleasant St., Northampton 
¢Parking in Rear © Darts ° 


NEW MUSIC WITH 
VINNIE VAN GEE 


THEY MIGHT 
BE GIANTS 


TUES NOU. 12 
TRON HORSE 


2 BIG SHOWS! 8:30 & 10:30. $5. TICKETS AVAILABLE 
IN ADVANCE! 20 CENTER ST. NORTHAMPTON 584-0619 
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BO DIDDLEY 
AT PEARL STREET 


This show got mixed reviews on the street. Some found Bo a little perfunc- 
tory, some were offended by his attitude toward the band -- more on that 
later -- but a good many people got more or less what they expected: a look 
at one of the Founding Fathers of Rock and Roll. 


No mistake, Bo Diddley is still one powerful guitar player. Every string slasher 
in the house was watching those open tunings and that huge, fierce right 
hand. Bo’s singing is still strong -- he’s a better screamer than I’d imagin- 
ed. He 

doesn’t move around like he used to, but his eyes have a look of mischief, 
and his stage presence is supreme. 


OH NO! NOHO! joined John Reilly of the Gazette and Dave Robinson of 
the Advocate for a backstage press conference with Mr. Diddley. He spent 
a good deal of time talking about his career, telling stories of disgraceful 
conduct by music publishers and record companies. Bo Diddley, like James 
Brown, Chuck Berry and John Lee Hooker, did more than just write a cou- 
ple of hit songs a long time ago -- like them, he created a whole genre, so 
that you can say to any rock musician on earth, ‘‘Let’s do the Bo Diddley” 
and there’s no doubt what to do. Naturally, if you create a whole genre you're 
never going to able to retain control over your own material. Bo Diddley 
couldn’t, certainly, but just how little control he was able to retain makes 
for a shocking story. Even Chess Records, sacred to blues fiends 
everywhere, turns out villainously. It was a sobering interview, until Dave 
Robinson whipped out his musical saw and gave Bo a quick lesson. 


As to the problems with the band: Seems Bo slept through a practice schedul- 
ed for the afternoon. Communication between Bo and Wildcat O’Halloran 
was never strongly established. It seems to me that the problem really lies 
with Diddley’s decision to do like Chuck Berry and travel with just a guitar; 
taking the luck of the draw for back-up bands -- a new one every night. Pro- 
bably he rarely does as well as he did with O’Halloran and his band, featur- 
ing Jim ‘‘The Newlywed” Roberts on bass, Dave the Rhythm Slave on drums, 
and the famous Johnny Marino on harp. Extra attractions were the presence 
of Al Fuller for a terrific opening set, and the re-emergence from retirement 


of Steve Sienkiewicz, one of the Valley’s all-time greatest keyboard players. . 


Bo took issue with some of the band’s rhythms, and there were some authen- 
tic ‘‘blues tunings.’’ Consequently there were moments that could have been 
slicker. I’m afraid Mr. Diddley has to take the blame for this. Despite it all, 
there was some great music -- an unforgettable guitar duel between Wildcat 
and Bo, consistently outstanding lead playing from Marino, and the incredi- 
ble stage intelligence (under considerable pressure) of Sienkiewicz and 
Roberts. The band kept grooving with gusto despite everything, and I, for 


one, had a night to remember. 
Dr. Sax 
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BEAT THERAPY 
AT SHEEHAN’S 


Hey, let’s give a hand to Sheehan’s for giving another local act its first shot. 
Beat Therapy’s debut performance, opening up for local heroes Eighth Route 
Army, was a promising one. Lead singer Patty Black has a potentially real 
big voice on her. She’s got the edge of maybe the young Debby Harry. Their 
set was pretty straightforward rock and roll, kind of poppy with one notably 
psychedelic number where the bass player took the lead vocals and Patty 
hung back with some nice atmospheric reinforcement. The guitar playing 
was uncomplicated but did get a neat scratchy sound on occasion. Most 
well received song of the evening was an easy pick and surprisingly enough 
introduced as only a week old -- ‘Don’t You Know How | Feel’, with Black 
dialing the phone to tell us. A very sweet song. 


Though the band suffered from feedback and perhaps too much reverb on 
vocals, the house was more than receptive. The first song was received with 
hoots and howls, whistles and screams. Patty’s Mum was in the audience, 
and a mere mention of this got a round of applause. Black admitted to first 
night jitters and their set was a little rough around the edges. But if these 
kids get some stage experience under their belts, who knows? I’m looking 
forward to watching Patty Black grow and glad to see a woman out front 
for the first time in a while around here. Watch for them opening for Project 
Adventure soon. 


We only got to catch the first couple of the Army’s stand, but it tasted good. 
These boys just seem to get tighter. Lead singer Johnny has full control 
of the stage, and opening up with perennial fave “Hollywood Baby, Hollywood 
Baby...” things were looking good. Watch out for their record, due to hit 
the streets in November. We had to run, off to Sam’s Vampire Dance, of 
course. Monster Issue and all that. 

LE. 
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JANE SIBERRY 
AT THE IRON HORSE 


Quick, think of ten things which come from Canada: 


Well, there’s the Blue Jays, of course. And Molson... Um, geese? Neil Young 
and Joni Mitchell. Ah, cold air. The Montrealer (you’re pushing it already). 
Farley Mowat. Not any more, you say? Okay, Dudley Doright, then. And Bob 
and Doug McKenzie make ten. 


Harder than you thought, eh? Now add number 11: Jane Siberry. She hasn't 
yet made it into most Americans’ Canadian Top Ten, if most of us could 
even compose such a list, but for the lucky two hundred or so people who 
packed her two shows at The Iron Horse, Jane Siberry has become the new 
Number One Canadian import. 


Siberry’s debut US release, No Borders Here, has made a few ripples on 


commercial and college radio, but she was almost guaranteed to score a 


direct hit in Northampton. She’s been described as a cross between local 
faves Laurie Anderson and Suzanne Vega, and No Borders Here seems wired 
directly into Valley Consciousness with such songs as ‘‘Waitress”’ (‘I'd pro- 
bably be famous now if | wasn’t such a good waitress’’) and ‘“‘Dancing Class”’ 
(‘There’s always at least one sensitive guy’’). But despite the glowing 
writeups, friends’ recommendations, and my newly-acquired Canophilia (I’ve 
even got a Canadian top fifty) I'd found the record frustrating, in part because 
it sounded a little too slick and calculated. It promised something great, but 
never quite delivered. | went to the show waiting to be convinced. 


Almost as soon as I’d cracked my first cold one, and Siberry and her band 
had planted their fourteen fashionable feet on the tiny Iron Horse stage, my 
reservations seemed to dissolve. Perhaps it was still a little calculated, cer- 
tainly it was still very slick, but their live show gave a feeling to the music 
which was generally lacking on record. The heavy chill of the record quick- 
ly gave way to the almost folksy warmth of the performers. Where the record 
at times seemed almost untouched by human hands, on stage the inspira- 
tion and skill of Siberry and her band as songwriters, arrangers and per- 
formers was immediately evident. 


With three singers fronting a four-piece band, the show was highly visual, 
yet the choreography of the movements and gestures merely served to com- 
pliment what could only be called the choreography of the music and vocals. 
Siberry’s high, soft voice, which on record was sometimes grating, was at 
once fuller and less dominant, and the vocals and treated guitar and keyboard 
sounds played off and weaved through each other with amazing precision 
and imagination. Most striking, however, was Ken Myhr’s guitar work, ex- 
traordinary in its skill, creativity, unique sounds and, not least of all, restraint. 
The entire show was smooth and tightly controlled, often building from almost 
inaudible intros to ringing crescendos without the audience even noticing 
the transitions. Particularly strong numbers were ‘‘I Muse Alone,” ‘‘Map Of 
The World Part Il,” and ‘““Symmetry’, all from No Borders Here, and ‘‘Seven 
Steps To The Wall” (inspired by Darkness at Noon, Arthur Koestler’s tale 
of Stalin’s Gulag) from her new Canadian album. 


And the lyrics -- well, Siberry’s lyrics are supposed to be her strong suit, 
but | must admit that | didn’t pay particularly close attention to them. | was 
too caught up in the music and the band’s physical presence. So to get the 
lyrics | guess I’ll have to buy the record. And if | give it a closer listen than 
| did before, perhaps the music will sound different, too. But whether or not 
it’s been captured _ well on vinyl yet, Jane Siberry’s got a musical vision 
which demands to be seen. And heard. And will make you wonder what else 
these Canadians have up their sleeves. 


Peter Thomson 
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GENE LOVES JEZEBEL 
AT SPIT 


Nothing could have prepared me for this show. What little | could figure out 
from this band’s few 12” singles was that Gene loves Jezebel is fronted 
by two siblings, Mike/Gene and Jez Aston. | had guessed they were brother 
and sister, and 

imagined things more unspeakable about this mysterious duo. Their songs 
did little to dispel the rumors | had cast. Titles such as ‘‘Shame‘, ‘‘Thin 
Things,” ‘‘Gorgeous‘, and “‘Influenza’’ only fed the incestuous fires. 


| had it wrong, at least the brother/sister part. GLJ took the stage at Spit 
-- blink once, blink twice, they’re brothers. I’ve heard of tight-knit families, 
but this was quite a surprise. No gender conflict here, these boys know 
they’re girls. Dressed up, made up and frightening pretty, these adoring 
brothers, twins in fact, wasted no time in drawing a crowd at their feet. You’d 
have to be a tree stump not to fall into their trance. Opening up with ‘‘Shame’, 
“Don’t pass me by, don’t pass me by, not again,” their wholehearted howls 
set the eerie erotic tone for the evening. 


Lost in self-absorption that is so alluring to the observer/outsider, Gene and 
Jez work as a pair. Their chanting, spooky vocals played off and with each 
other, with voices that sounded nearly identical. Although Gene did the ma- 
jority of the vocals, neither one dominated the other’s performance. In fact, 
exchanging seductive glances, the two seemed equally enthralled by each 
other’s presence. 


The bass, drums and rhythm guitar formed the backbone of the GLJ sound, 
with Jez filling in with sparse trebly lead guitar. This left the precious duo 
free to flaunt themselves in front of the crowd, and they couldn’t keep their 
hands off themselves, or each other. These boys knew how to work the crowd 
with delicate force in a cabaret-style performance. In one song, playing the 
innocent wallflower, ‘“You said that life would be so wonderful, you left this 
boy with his head in the clouds,”’ the next song snake-charming the crowd 
into submission with, ‘‘Take off your clothes, take off your clothes.’’ Whatever 
you say. This was hypnotic stuff. 


In their one short, but brilliant 70-minute set, GLU covered most of the songs 
off their latest (second) LP, /mmigrant, as well as reworked versions of some 
of the older, hard-to-find singles. My favorite one was ‘‘Stephen‘, for which 
Gene and Jezebel stood before the crowd, with their arms about each other’s 
waists. They came close to pouring their hearts out: ‘‘When Stephen smiles 
my heart just seems to grow, if only | could let that poor boy know.” It kind 
of made me wish my name was Stephen. This show was one of the most 
captivating live performances I’ve ever seen. Brotherly love is a beautiful 
thing to behold. 

L.A. 
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ALEX CHILTON 
AT JUMPIN’ JACK FLASH 


He was God, they said -- a decade ago, before drugs and relationships gone 
bad and who knows what else reduced him to a mere mortal. A has-been, 
| thought, who never really was. They gave (lent! -- Ed.) me his records to 
play. Sounds like Chris Stamey, | said, only more depressing. No! they pro- 
tested, you’ve got it backwards! Chris Stamey sounds like him! He was the 
godfather to a whole segment of new wave! Only Lou Reed has been more 
influential on the present generation of music. But he can’t even really sing 
any more, | said. How can that be the voice that sang ‘‘The Letter?” | was 
skeptical. How many musical ghosts have crawled up out of the grave in 
recent years, eliciting cries of immortality and limitless influence, only to 
quickly disappear again, after having made us all sorry that we had to witness 
the resurrection -- and perhaps reminding us that their original stuff wasn’t 
so great after all? Still, the record was pretty good... 


...SO there he was on the stage, his mortality there for all to see, gaunt but 
healthy-looking, and happy-looking, for all appearances looking like someone 
recently emerged from a long period of crisis. ‘‘Glad to be here,’’ he said 
with a wry smile, and you knew he meant it. The sparse three-piece band 
reflected the modesty of his facial expression, and of his present musical 
attitude: stripped down, no frills or posturing. 


After a few minutes of never-quite-successful tuning up, he and the band 
opened with ‘‘Tee Ni Nee Ni Noo,”’ which also opens the new record, 
Feudalist Tarts. Minus the horns and tight production of the record the sound 
was rawer, but also less restrained. Whereas Feudalist Tarts sounds a little 
too careful and controlled, here he was loose and relaxed from the word 
go. Almost (could this be the same man who brought us ‘‘Kangaroo”’ and 
“‘Holocaust’’?)... lively. With its single scratchy guitar, fretless bass and 
minimal drum kit, the band cut a nifty R&B groove which effectively linked 
his old and new material and styles. Played live, the low-key funk of Feudalist 
Farts’ ‘Stuff’, “Lost My Job” and ‘‘Thank You, John’”’ and the originally folk- 
and country-tinged ‘‘Thank You, Friends” and ‘‘You Can’t Have Me”’ from 
the days of Big Star took on.a harder-edged sound which at once livened 
each up and bridged the gap between their seemingly divergent musical 
origins. 


Conspicuously absent from the set, and speaking well for the singer by their 
absence, were the aforementioned ‘‘Kangaroo”’ and ‘‘Holocaust,”’ the 
frighteningly depressing songs from Big Star’s 3rd, which have inspired so 
many remakes recently. In their stead, perhaps, were a song that he ‘‘co- 
wrote” with The Beach Boys’ Brian Wilson (‘Actually,’’ he said, ‘‘l took a 
song he wrote, took out what | didn’t like and rewrote the rest;’’ no hint of 
Wilson’s contribution remained) and,by audience demand, ascarily 
competent version of ‘Disco Inferno.”’ 


In the end, though, it wasn’t the musicianship which carried the show. If 
the guitar playing was scratchy, the singing was scratchier; both were pret- 
ty limited. With similar abilities, anyone else probably wouldn’t have been 
able to pull off such a satisfying performance. Yet this guy seemed to have 
a much more realistic perception of his limitations as a musician than do 
most of his colleagues. Never trying to overreach or disguise his present 
abilities, he made up in earnestness what he may have lacked in techni- 
que. A more unassuming performance I’ve never seen. 


The extremely leisurely pace of the show, the proximity of the stage and 
floor (it seemed closer than in other clubs, though it wasn’t), the looseness 
of the band (when he broke his only high E-string on his only guitar, he had 
to use a cheap guitar from the opening band. ‘‘Sounds pretty grungy,” he 
said, but when his roadie returned with his own newly-string guitar, he decid- 
ed to stay with the grungy-sounding one) and the sarcastic exchanges bet- 
ween the band and the audience gave the show all the feeling of a high- 
school party at which some kids play in someone else’s livingroom for all 
their friends. Right down to the time when the bouncer-parents came and 
stopped the show before any of us, performers or audience, were through 
having fun. “‘l’d like to keep playing,”’ said Alex, shrugging his shoulders 
and looking at the authority figures. No dice. 


If Alex Chilton were really god, he’d have turned them into pillars of salt 
and kept on playing. But, mere mortal that he is, he just put down his guitar 
and sat down on the edge of the stage to drink a beer and talk to some of 
his friends. Can’t wait till he has another party though. 

Peter Thomson 
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DADDY NEIL 
> SOUNDS OF THE CITY 


~Princess-Say You’re My Number One 

Luscious Pain & The Pretty Vain-More Than 
You Can Stand 

Stevie Wonder-Part Time Lover (Remix) 

y Caprice-700% 

Veronica Underwood-Victim of Desire 

Val Young-Seduction 

Total Contrast-Takes A Little Time 

Morris Day-Oak Tree 

Jaki Graham-Round and Round 

Soft Touch-Crime of Passion 


JIM NEILL 
>TERP TEN 


Hoodoo Gurus-Bittersweet (7’’) 

Marshall Crenshaw-Downtown (LP) 

Camper Van Beethoven-7Telephone Free 
Landslide Victory 

y The Cult-Little Face (7’’) 

Dreams So Real-Everywhere Girl (7’’) 

Jane Siberry-No Borders Here (LP) 

“10,000 Maniacs-The Wishing Chair (LP) 

Tom Waits-Rain Dogs (LP) 

v Dinosaur (LP) 

 Mosquitoes-That Was then (LP) 


SIDEWALK SAM 
> THE STREET BEAT 


Newcleus-Destination Earth 

Philadelphia Int’! All-Stars-Let’s Clean Up The 
Ghetto 

.-Madonna-Dress You Up (12”’ the formal mix) 

Charles Singleton-Make You On Me Baby 

Billy Idol-Love Calling (Rub-a-dub Deb Mix) 

-D-Train-You’re The One For Me (Remix by Paul 
Hardcastle) 

Skipworth & Turner-Thinking About Your Love 

Vikki Love-Stop Playing On Me 

To To Goelo-Girls Night Out 

D.J.’s Factory-A View To Kill 


PETER THOMSON 
> LEFTOVERS 


y~Fela-Army Arrangement 

Dig This!-A Tribute To The Great Strike 

D. St.-The Home Of Hip Hop (12’’) 

The Jazz Butcher-Sex And Travel 

Everything But The Girl-Love Not Money 

Mick Jones & Big Audio Dynamite- The Bot- 
tom Line (12’’) 

Ramones-Bonzo Goes To Bittburg (12’’) 

v Lifeboat-Lifeboat 

Yeah Yeah Noh-When /| Am A Big Girl 

Stanley Clarke-Find Out! 


VINNIE VAN GEE 
IN ONE EAR 


~The Apartments-7he Evening Visits (LP) 

~ Champion Doug Veitch-Jump Into Love (7’’) 

~ 8th Route Army-Now And Then 

The Fall-This Nation’s Saving Grace (LP) 

~Felt-Primative Painters (12’’) 

~Gene Loves Jezebel- -- anything and 
everything 

~The Jazz Butcher-7The Human Jungle (ep) 

The Pogues-Rum, Sodomy and the Lash (LP) 

~ The Men They Couldn’t Hang-Night of 1000 
Candles (ep) 

~ Pink Industry-New Beginning (LP) 


~ Decades 

JOY y Transmission 
New Dawn Fades 
Love Will Tear Us Apart 
She’s Lost Control 

TEN Isolation 

Insight 

MOST Interzone 
Dead Souls 
Atmosphere 


DIVISION’S 


HAUNTING 


APB’s debut LP is out already in some shops on the new U.S. label LINK 
records. The album will include the Scottish band’s previous singles as well 
as their current 12‘, “Summer Love.”’ Three recent records of importance, 
all on the Mute label, are ex-Fad Gadget FRANK TOVEY’s “‘Luxury’‘; former 
member of Depeche Mode and Yazoo Vince Clarke’s latest collaboration 
with Andy Bell under the name ERASURE with their first single, “Who Needs 
Love Like That;’” and DEPECHE MODE’s latest double A-side 12” “It’s Call- 
ed A Heart’’/‘‘Fly On The Windscreen.’ The Fast Fashion lads’ ‘‘People 
Are People’ has been rendered in a Sinatra manner by Germany’s GOTZ 
ALSMANN. Robert Gorl is back with DAF and their latest 12°, ‘‘Absolute 
Body Control,’’ should be back in the shops soon, | hope. PLAY DEAD’s 
“This Side Of Heaven’”’ produced by Conny Plank was seen resting com- 
fortably in the P-bin of NoHo’s Main St. Records (sorry for being so self- 
referential, but that’s the kind of magazine we are, or haven’t you heard?) 
More albums due out this month: The DEAD CAN DANCE (4 AD or Relativi- 
ty). The COCTEAU TWINS’ Pink Opaque (Relativity)). MODERN ENGLISH’s 
Stop Start, MINISTRY’S' Twitch (both on 10/28). Two weeks earlier should 
see the arrival of the Thomas Dolby-produced JONI MITCHELL LP Dog Eat 


- Dog. \f that doesn’t sound like an interesting enough combination, listen 


to this: JOHNNY LYDON’s next PIL project will have resurrected Ginger 
Baker on drums and YMO’s Riuchi Sakamoto on board as well. YOKO 
ONO’s “‘Hell in Paradise”’ cast includes Bernard Fowler, Bill Laswell, Nona 
Hendryx, Sly Dunbar and Robbie Shakespeare. If you think that’s a star- 
studded cast, check out the lineup on LITTLE SEVENS’ “Sun City,” an anti- 
apartheid record produced by Arthur Baker: guest vocalists include Linton 
Kwesi Johnson, Joey Ramone, Lou Reed, Dave Edmonds, Bono, Nona Hen- 
dryx, Stiv Bators, Africa Bambaata and others -- proceeds going to the Africa 
Fund. ‘‘Let My People Go”’ is a downtempo groove from the WINANS on 
WB. DIANA ROSS’s new 45 “Eaten Alive” is supposed to be a killer. The 
staff ai RCA are raving about EVELYN KING’s ‘‘Personal Touch.’”’ Sleep- 
ing Bag’s latest release is a 12” by Tricky Tee called ‘Johnny The Fox’’ 
-- hiphop with a go-go backbeat produced by MANTRONIX. Tommy Boy has 
what should prove to be a fun record, the ‘‘“GORDY GROOVE” which in- 
corporates the theme from Andy of Mayberry. McLaren gave us “‘Madame 
Butterfly,” and finally being released stateside is KIMERA’s “The Lost 
Opera,” a high energy-opera fusion. | hear ROCHELLE’s “‘Magic Man”’ is 
supposed to be something special. The next 12” from STEVE ARRINGTON 
is ‘‘Turn Up The Love.”’ ‘‘Automatic Brain’’ is the single culled from the for- 
thcoming GAP BAND LP. HASHIM’s LP on Cutting records is set for release 
in November. BLANCMANGE’s LP should be out before that, as should 
WALL OF VOODOO’s 7 Days in Sammyston. ELVIS COSTELLO’s new 45 
was set for an Oct. 3 release, so where is it CBS, are we still dragging our 
feet on new “‘product’’? BOOK OF LOVE’s ‘I Touch 
The Roses’”’ is out, but not in NoHo as of this writing. Other singles to look 
for are those of PAUL HARDCASTLE, BOWIE, JERMAINE STEWART. 
JOHN CALE’s album Artificial Intelligence is in the mold of his best work, 
not the slop that was dished out on last year’s live LP. Also in the stores 
is Strangler HUGH CORNWEEL’s masterful 12” “‘One In A Million.”’ John 
Robbie just finished a remake/remodel of NEW ORDER’s ‘‘Sub-Culture”’ 
that contains a new female vocal. John Rocca’s band PINK RHYTHM has 
just had its spring 12‘, ‘“Can’t Get Enough Of Your Love,”’ jazzed-up and 
remixed by Fred Bartone for his metropolis label. For those interested in 
Italian pop, ‘““Camel By Camel” by SANDY MORTON (Ibibza Records) should 
quench your thirst. The Crammed label of Brussels has LA COSTRA 
NOSTRA to satisfy the cravings for mutant funk. CHRIS & COSEY are tour- 
ing Canada with no plans for the U.S. -- Why? | haven’t the foggiest. The 
hot record blowing in this month from the windy city is from J.M. SILK on 
D.J. Int’l records and they like to call it “Music Is The Key.”’ 
With a finger on the pulse 
and an eye on the horizon 


Yours truly, 
BEN WILDER 


P.S. Mr. Wilder’s D.J. service, TURN THE TABLES ENTERPRISES, now 
can be reached 24 hrs./day at 586-9691. 
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MORE RUMORS AND DEALINGS FROM THE WORLD OF COMMERCE 


LAST LAFF? Things are looking less amusing at Funny Bones. It seems 
the proverbial ‘‘substance”’ has hit the fan. When you spot a sign on Rte. 
9 that reads ‘‘Auction, Walter LaBonte and Sons,” you know that the place 
is selling tablecloths and glasses to pay an unhappy bank. A similar sign 
appeared last summer down the road over Hangar One and now that con- 
crete cavern is finally getting a new coat of paint and some tenants. The 
people from Hadley Tire are getting set to move their tirejoint over to the 
former Polka Palace. Other businesses will be joining them there, as the 
space is immense indeed. 


SUBARUNOOZE: The one-time Subaru dealer on King St. has apparently 
lost his franchise, according to a burly construction worker down at the new 
dealership on Rte. 9. The franchise forfeiture paves the way for the owner 
of Brattleboro Subaru to open this new Hadley dealership, complete with 
eleven, count ’em, service bays, and we’re sure a massive media blitz. 


ROBERT BOHM 


IN THE AMERICAS 


All-Time Valley Small Press Bestseller 


Winner of Great Lakes Colleges 


Association Prize 


Revolutionary Poems of the 


Available Exclusively at Goliard 
Bookshop, Amherst and 
Broadside Bookshop, Northampton 


City of Holyoke 


PARADISE DELI 


PANACHE BOOKS 


COMMONPLACE: There’s new action at the former and short-lived Com- 
mons Restaurant in Hadley. Now someone’s opened ‘‘Carmelina’s,” the 
Fancy-ltalian-Restaurant Where-You-Bring-Your-Own-Booze. Carlo of Naples 
started out the same way some years ago in the State St. India House loca- 
tion. They never scored a liquor or even a beer and wine license. And never 
made it either. 


TRY PUTTING UP A GALLOWS: People are hanging for our deals? It’s hard 
not to notice (and to give some credit to) the people at New England Auto 
Sales. They paint cards on cars, they gift-wrap them, they turn them on their 
backs, and mount them on their roof. Then they took the old plane body 
from the Hangar One and crashed it into a VW station wagon. A charming 
touch. At presstime they featured a ‘‘car with your name on it.”” Just what 
we always wanted -- a rolling roll call. We'd still never buy a car there, but 
the effect is commendable. Now how about a flaming Pinto? The slogan? 
“We won’t burn you with our deals!” 


AND MORE CHINESE TALK: The man who owns the Chinese Kitchen on 
King Street, home of the cheapest (we mean that both ways) Chinese food 
in the area, has joined forces with his brother and has opened a new joint 
in the former Frankies, (and former Hardees) on Rte. 9. Frankies had plain- 
tive signs up for months trying to rent the space and it looks like they’ve 
finally unloaded it to these folks, who feature the ‘‘$1.29 Lunch Special.” 
Don’t ask, just order it. 


ODOR OF DOOM... That’s what you smell when you approach the Stop and 
Shop plaza in Hadley. Remember when it had a movie theater? Years later 
even Zayre fled, scant profits in hand. We’ve seen many a business op- 
timistically fly a flag there only to have no one bother to salute. It took the 
Sport Shop less than a year to leave for the richer pastures of the Fairfield 
Mall. So now another huge space lies fallow in this hurting retail location. 
The Card Gallery chain has unfolded their tent and is proclaiming in loud 
ads that ‘‘Route 9 Rocks.’’ What’s the tune? “Highway to Hell?” Speaking 
of the odor, take a trip to the ‘‘Purple People Eater,’’ as one record store 
owner refers to Grape Street Records. It’s lonely there, despite the festive 
decor and cheery help. 


RECORD LOSSES: The Music Outlet has flown the coop from the Damon 
Rd. Plaza, and is relocating in the Enfield Mall. In a hip town like Hamp, 
how can anyone but portly Mike, the former Amherst street record vendor, 
ever compete-with Kenny and his Ed McMahon window? Do us a favor Ken, 
trim that mop a little so we can see those dollar signs in your eyes. 


NOZZLE STUFF: In the Texaco station near the Rte. 9 plaza, F.L. Roberts, 
of ‘‘Golden Nozzle’ fame, is building a new car wash. Down the road, the 
new owner of the Mobil Car Wash, Matt Pitoniak (he also owns Martinizing. 
cleaners in Hamp) has jazzed up his wash with snappy new equipment, 
as if to face the new competition head on. 


AMERICA DRINKS AND GOES HOME: Haven’t you always thought that 
owning a package store would be a piece of cake? Yet one beleaguered 
local packie owner cries in his beers for lack of a year-round full liquor license. 
He has a six monther. He wants out bad, and wishes he could just get a 
regular job. Any takers? 


BAKER’S BLUES: You may have noticed that Suzanne Naegele’s Northamp- 
ton and Amherst bakeries are closed. The problem is, from an inside source, 
a broken German oven. The parts are apparently so hard to get that Naegele 
has kept the place shuttered ’cause she can’t fix it. We hear it may reopen 
under new management in the weeks ahead. 


SKULLS AND CROSSBONES: When we first saw the new “‘Skullery” open 
below the Shawmut Bank on Main, we thought we might be able to stop 
in for a pair of biker boots, or a spiked wrist bracelet. Or maybe it was a 
new Hugo’s where we could get some Genesee Cream Ale on tap, and talk 
about our Hogs and leather. We sure were disappointed when we came to 
find out that they sell pots and pans, and are filling the somewhat slim void 
left by Kooke’s Korner’s Klosing. Yeah, just pots, pans, cookbooks and stuff. 
Oh well... 


A TURN FOR THE WURST? Doesn’t ‘‘The Farmer ni the Deli” sound like 
a fun name for a new lunch place on King St.? Sort of clever, huh? That’s 
what Jeff and his wife thought when they took over Carlo’s old spot in the 
Armory. But they picked the wrong name, ’cause there’s another Farmer 
cooking in his own deli somewhere else in the state, and so it will now be 
called the ‘‘Farmer’s Deli’’ to ward off unfriendly lawsuits and stuff. Now 
the Good Thyme Deli has moved to the Roundhouse, where you can watch 
buses roll around while you eat. The Cafe Mediterranean has opened, con- 
tinuing Carlo’s foray into nighttime dining. 


FOOLED YOO (OR, FOREVER YUNG): The former Jailihs will be a Chinese 
joint after all. 
Hal Vendidi with Stephen Scripxi 


THE LATE-NIGHT 
ALTERNATIVE. 


FRI - SAT 
11:30 AM - 2AM 


MON - WED 11:30 AM - 7:00 PM 


THU 11:30 AM - 9:00 PM 


SUN 11:00 AM - 4:00 PM 


| 235 Main Street, Northampton, MA 01060 


LIVE LITERATURE 


A series of fall readings under the rubric ‘‘Live Literature"’ 
got off to a live start at The Jones Library on the evening 
of October 8. Organized by Edward Baratta and James 
Haug, in collaboration with Beth Girshman of The Jones, 
the inaugural event featured poet Nat Herold and fiction 
writer Judy Slater. Herold, familiar to local literati as the 
Cerberus of the Goliard Bookshop, read ostensibly for the 
first time, though nobody believed it. Historical spectres 
like Holderlin and Jesse Owens haunt his poems, which 
have a telescopic immediacy that captivated the Jones’ 
audience. Herold has the makings of a real performing 
poet, seemingly at ease and able to put across his elegaic 
and humorous material alike... 


Judy Slater read a story entitled ‘‘Closer to the Truth.’’ 
The tale’s translucent narrative, progressing from the 
perspective of a child to that of a developing teenager, 
was at once enticing and poignant in its portrayal of a 
young imagination, and full of carefully limned details that 
several times brought the audience to cackles of recogni- 
tion. Slater’s book, Single Lives, (which she published 
under the name Judy Vannice), is available from San 
Francisco State University Press, or at -- you guessed it 
-- the Goliard Bookshop. 


The Live Literature series is free of charge and open to 
the public. Readings have been scheduled for the 22nd 


_of October and the 5th of November. Check the Gazette 


for specifics... 


David Lenson 


LADYHOUSE BLUES 


THEATRE 81 
MONTAGUE 


It's an odd mixture of folks who turn out for theatre in the quiet village of Montague Center and 


you might get lost circling around the tree-lined country roads looking for the ‘‘old Town Hall’’ 
where Theatre 81 holds forth. The Friday we searched it out to see ‘‘Ladyhouse Blues," a 1976 
creation of Kevin O’Morrison worthy of a revival just about anyplace, the rain was just waiting for 
us to get out of the car and once we located Town Hall (about dead center between the Grange 
Hall and Congregational Church) we found ourselves among theatre-goers who were forty percent 
high school, and forty percent retirement age. Regulars tell us this is not necessarily typical, but 
in any case the mix was a welcome change from the crowds we normally experience ten miles 
south in Collegestudentiand. There is life.up north. There is even community theatre. 


This means that you sit on folding chairs as hard as church pews in Puritan New England, on a 
basketball court that has been converted to an audience space, before a stage that seems to have 
been hewn out of the very wall. This also means you are quite close to the action sometimes, and 
you gain a new appreciation for stage designing. But even in big time shows the presumed walls 
sometimes flap from backstage movement or when an actor forgets the stair railing is really onily 
attached to a cardboard ‘‘wall.’’ Eugene Warner, who did the set and lighting design for ‘‘Ladyhouse”’ 
had his work cut out for him in this little space, and did a creditable job -- even if one of the spots 
had to be turned off mid-performance because a wire was heating up. The set was mainly an oldtime 
kitchen (1919, the year) with a porch extending out to one side where one assumes an important 
soliloquy will take place. 


Besides the play, one of our reasons for going was that Jennifer Fogel-Songer was slated to play 
the lead role of Helen, and we knew her work from previous plays in the area, most notably her 
performance as Emily Dickinson in the set piece of the same name, and in another Theatre 81 
production of Tennessee Williams’ ‘‘The Glass Menagerie.'’ Alas, Ms. Fogel-Songer was ill, and 
the five-woman cast was reshuffled so that Kimberley Finley changed roles and assumed the part 
of a tubercular woman returned home after a collapsed marriage, to live with a mother who is 
cranky, old-fashioned, and sometimes wise (Ann Jablonski), and three sisters: Dot (Vivien Mor- 
risey), a kind of 1919 hot ticket and the youngest; Liz (Sally Howe), a sophisticated, very pregnant 
lady with New york airs; and Terry (Carol Laursen), an idealistic union organizer. The mix, quite 
promising, never really sparkled on this opening night performance, despite occasional flashes of 
fine individual efforts. Let it be understood, meanwhile, that a play like this one is surely an am- 
bitious undertaking for a small troupe, with extremely demanding character roles. What the play 
lacked most the night we saw it was simple pacing. The story, the actresses, and the situation 
held our interest, but our socks remained firmly in place. 


The last production of the year, ‘‘Angel Street,”’ is slated for mid-October when Montague Center 
will surely be aglow with foliage of the kind postcards are made of. You'll have to eat before you 
come, however. The only little diner in town shut down two years ago. 


Real Time News Service 
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WE'VE MOVED 
TO 81 
PLEASANT STREET 
GRAND OPENING 
OCTOBER 15TH. 
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TERROR AT MIDNIGHT 


It always starts the same way; it’s midnight and 
the Twilight’ Zone has just ended. A sensation 
creeps like a tarantula up your spine. You’re all 
alone in the house. Or are you? There’s no one 
else here... Or is there? 


No. You’re being paranoid. All the doors and win- 
dows are locked, so there is no way anyone could 
get in. Except maybe your bedroom window. Are 
you sure you locked that one? Yes. 


That is, while you don’t actually remember do- 
ing it, in all probability you did. You always do. 
Yes, you locked it up. Yes, locked it right up, 
that’s what you did. Tight as a drum. There was 
never a window more locked than that one. Yes, 
that window is most assuredly locked. No way 
anyone could climb in that way. Nope. 


You turn your head slowly and look up the stairs 
and down the black hallway that leads to your 
bedroom. Is that a draft you feel? 


Stop it. Cut it out. You’re being a wimp. You I--- 
what was that noise? It sounded like... so- 
meone... opening... a jar of mayonnaise. OH MY 
GOD! THERE’S SOMEONE IN THE KITCHEN, 
AND HE’S MAKING HIMSELF A SANDWICH! 


Wait, get a grip. That’s insane. It couldn’t be. 
You’re hearing things. Yeah, that’s it. It’s an old 
house; old houses make strange noises. That’s 
what they say. But what if there really is someone 
there? There isn’t. But shouldn’t you at least go 
check? No, there’s no way anyone could be 
there, so there’s no reason to go check. If you 
went, you’d only be giving in to your fear and let- 
ting it run your life. 


Now you’re trapped in front of the television, 
afraid to move. You can’t even get up to change 
the channel because he’ll hear you, come in, and 
offer you a bite. 


It’s a nice test pattern, though. Pretty colors. And 
that monotone is sort of soothing. You’re just go- 
ing to settle down here on this old couch for the 
night. 


You can’t. You summon your waning courage, 
wrap your blanket around you, turn off the televi- 
sion, and grab a nice, stout club. And a butcher 
knife. And a .357 Magnum. And an Israeli Uzi. 
And head upstairs, making sure to turn on all the 


‘lights before entering a room or hallway, and tur- 


ning them off again only when the next one is on. 
This doesn’t mean you’re scared, though. You 
just like to show a mature sense of caution, that’s 
all. 


And when a sudden noise from behind causes 
you to whirl and rip a hundred rounds of ammo 
down the hall, that doesn’t mean you’re scared, 


either. You just had this sudden urge to 


redecorate and thought a few avant-garde bullet 
holes would be a nice place to start. They’re the 
latest thing. 


So now you can go to bed feeling good about 
yourself and the courage you showed. You’ve 
finally conquered your silly fears. Yes, tomorrow 
is going to be the start of a whole new chapter 
in your life, and -- what was that noise? 


Nothing. NOTHING. 
‘ Daniel White 


WASHINGTON 9 D.C.—President 


Ronald Reagan came before Congress today 
with a request for $217 million to aid. freedom 
fighters intent on liberating the state of Maine 
from the clutches of environmental extremists. 


“Maine is close to Canada,” Reagan said, 
“and Farley Mowat lives in Canada, and he has 
ties with left-wing organizations.”’ Reagan declin- 
ed to define ‘‘left-wing organizations,”’ but aides 
indicated the phrase might include the govern- 
ment of Canada and the Democratic Party. 


The “‘contraries,”’ as the freedom fighters are 
called, have taken up arms against Maine ‘‘in an 
effort reminiscent of Benedict Arnold’s great 
march to Quebec in the early years of otir Revoiu- 
tion,” Reagan said. 


Based aleng the banks of the Piscataqua River 
in New Hampshire, the ‘‘contraries”’ are identified 
with license plates bearing the motto “‘Live Free 
or Die.” Reagan praised their tenacity and 
courage, but warned “‘Unless we back our piin- 
ciples with dollars, Maine is going to stay right 
where it is, and continue to be a threat to our na- 
tional security, cur economy, and our mcrals.”’ 
He indicated that moving Maine to the state of 
Montana might help the situation, but declined 
to specify what action he might take, in tiie in- 
terest of “the element of surprise.” 


Former Secretary of State Henry Kissinger 
remarked, ‘‘| applaud this gutsy move. For too 
long, Maine has been under the Canadian sphere 
of influence, and | recommended a long time ago 
that we should close the border between the two 
countries. Helen Caldicott and others like her 
could cross the border at any time. Movies about 
her might even be shown. This is dangerous, not 
to say outrageous also.” 


House Speaker Tip O’Neill dissented. ‘‘Mov- 
ing Maine to the west will not solve our pro- 
blems,’”’ he said. ‘‘Negotiations are the only 
civilized solution. Americans must ask 
themselves: do we really want to overthrow the 
State of Maine? And if we move Muine. to Mon- 
tana, what will we do with Montana? | cal! tnis 
geographical irresponsibility.” 


Sen. Robert Dole (R-Kansas) callec O’Neill’s 
remarks ‘“‘Insensitive to the precarious situation 
of the U.S. vis-a-vis outside agitation and ter- 
rorism of new ideas. We have good evidence to 
indicate there is a pipeline between Maine and 
Montreal.”’ 


Congressional leaders are expected to meet 
in emergency session tonight to consider the 
President’s request. The government of Maine 
is expected to apply to Cuba for aid. 

Real Time News Service 


THE HAMPE 


What are you gonna be on halloween this year? and where are you 
gonna go? 


On friday, 9/20 at 8:30 a.m., Richard Moss was seen naked on Main 
& King streets driving a gold Chrystler-Plymouth Bosa Nova Im- 
perial. I’m sure he was day-dreaming of attaching fish-heads to 
crinolin & satin tu-tus. Snap my mucous, baby!!! Drew, did you 
know your name spelled backwards is werd? add an i and you’ve 
got WEIRD!!! 


A local movie theatre owner said he wanted to call the Catholic 
Church hot line to ask the question: Is it really true that when a 
Priest and nun do it, and they have a baby, that it comes out a 
werewolf? 


| heard the latest thing to do is go bowling... Nobody you would 
ever want to see is at a bowling alley, so you can take that hot 
date there, and her husband will never find out! (Has anyone ever 
tried the dead mall on a Monday nite?) 


Did you know there is a famous actor from NOHO who works as a 
sushi chef at the NO STAR??? 


Furniture Boy was picked up last week for matricide. He was also 
charged with three counts of ripping tags off a couch and two arm 
chairs. He wore a fashionable paternity suit to court, the fabric was 
herculon, ankle deep, shag-pile. 


What former Advocate employee shaves her feet in the summer? 


Sister Luke, inspired by late nite cable vision in NOHO, is training 
young pustulants from the Order of the Sisters of Perpetual Com- 


placencies, to be drivers in el Convento’s latest business endeavor: 


Laplander Sauna Busses... 


Rumour has it that mayor of NOHO & Ed Koch have reached an 
agreement whereby both NYC & NOHO will receive reciprocal 
federal funding to house 6,000 of NYC’s Bag Ladies in Old School 
Commons, thereby filling all those empty apartments... 


The real giveaway to the veracity of this rumour can be proven by 
the fact that stores in NOHO have doubled all their plastic bag 
orders. 


Somebody should tell Eileen Ford of the Ford Modeling Agency 
that there is a beautiful, tall, pouty red-head that works at Jakes. 
I’m sure she could earn more money on the runway! 


Toy-be said that Stella Spambottom qualifies as the Patron Saint of 
Scorpios! & that she should get ’Best Bimbo’ in the Advocate’s 
*Best-Of’! 


The Bad Dance Patrol spotted three smithies whose clothing was 
falling off while working up a sweat at the fishcoteque. And in a 
very close call, a scrod was hooked in the lip by the buckle from a 
flying "birkenstock’... 
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Everyone has a Monster, and this is the DEFILER'S MONSTER! 


Speaking of ’spambottoms’, rear ends were being compared one 
day in the locker room when Pamela said she was trading hers in 
next week for a Buick! 


Does anyone want to start a Matthew Modine fan club? 


Seven people were pock-marked last weekend at Pear! Street when 
the heel on a smithie’s ’come fuck me pump’ exploded! Her toe 
cleavage was too much for the shoe to handle. 


How many transvestites in NOHO? only one that | can think of, 
hey, whoever you are, we love you! 


A member of the Florence Chapter of the Squam Patrol was caught 
peeing on a shrubbery incognito last thursday nite, and later that 
evening was seen peeing on a fern near Smith. Weak Bladder or 
What? It was probably all that shrimp they had at the inauguration. 


Defiler Code # 352: Did you hear that art is being banned at Bart’s? 


Three women in tight jeans exploded in front of Paddington’s last 
week after taking that fatal little bite of an ’after dinner mint’: It 
was wafer thin... 


The ‘fierce people’ from in front of the Nonotuck Bank & two 
fashionable ’shaved heads’ were seen skateboarding down Main 
Strasse. The Monkey-Men from the witch’s castle stopped, grabbed 
Dorothy, and gave Toto a mohawk. This was no yellow brick road... 


What ever happened to the 1910 Fruit Gum Company? | think this 
bubble-gum music is revived by the likes of Wham & Duran 
Duran... Chewie, Chewie, Chewie. 

They’ll never tear my playhouse down... 


Six Chona Men (manly men) were seen at the Goodwill store. They 
said they broke buying the underwear & sox, so they had to find a 


better, cheaper place for slacks and jackets. 


Who’s zoomin’ who? 


Stop your grinnin’ and drop yer linen, it’s Bates Motel Time; | 
heard the owner of Packards keeps a bloody arm in the trunk of his 
Car... 


The question of the month seems to be: Did you think Kiss of The 
Spider Woman a homosexual/heterosexual cop-out? 


Watch out because Gozar & the Born-Again Pagans will be out on 
the streets this halloween, biting heads off those jesus freaks that 
have been peddling their religious propaganda: The BeastMaster 
Lives! 


Liz has arrived. 
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‘BYE, BILL 


We were mad enough at Seattle last spring when Amy Denio and David Stern left here for there. 


Weil, guess who else apparently couldn't resist the prospect of getting rained on 287 days a year? 


None other than Bill Heintzelman! 


At the Logos and then the Goliard Bookshop, Bill stood behind his counter less as a shopkeeper 
than a marvelous mind-open-for-business. Sure, you could buy books off him if it came to that. 
But the really valuable stuff he gave away for free — his Saturnian wit, his compendious knowledge, 
his political savvy. He made the Goliard a pulse point for local literati — writers kept in touch with 
each other through him. Bill would throw a booksigning party for a local author he believed in whether 
the book came from a blueblood university press or from Boiled Warthog Chapbooks in Butte. He 
understands, as only-a playwright can, the lofty ideals and heartbreaking realities of literary life. 
Most of all, he knows that humor is the right language for such things. Besides, who else can 
talk carburetors and 283’s in one breath, varieties of squash in the next, and Georges Bataille in 
the third? 


Fortunately, he leaves the Goliard in the grip of an equally expansive mind-open-for-business, his 
longtime partner Nat Herold. Still, Bill’s departure leaves a painful gap in the Valley’s cultural net- 
work. We wish him and Chris every happiness that 78 sunny days a year can offer. And even more. 


BYE, FRED 


Someone else has left the Valley. Fred Will may not have moved to Seattle, but lowa sounds just 
as excessive -- corn, though, instead of rain. There are lots of reasons to wish Fred were staying. 
He is a world-class poet who was for many years a regular on the now-moribund local poetry cir- 
cuit, and whose many volumes of poetry, criticism and belles-lettres demonstrate the fruits of a 
large and eclectic sensibility. He is also a highly unorthodox teacher who appeals to the best students 
with his rather Socratic style, asking questions more than answering them, OH NO! NOHO! gratefully 
remembers. his help and encouragement, and sends best wishes to him, Claudia, Mackerel and 
Carson. Let us know if you run out of salt and butter. 


JAMES COONEY 


James Cooney, longtime editor of The Phoenix. a fiercely independent literary magazine, died recently 
at his home in Whately. Cooney published a lot of great writers before anyone else knew they 
were great, and his fame in small press circles is secure for this alone. But I'll never forget his 
presence at little mag exhibitions and conferences. his revolutionary ideas about human freedom, 
his gift for talking. He was also one of the last great practitioners of hot type printing, and a master 
of book design. Anyone crazy enough to get mixed up with publishing knows what a test of strength 
it can be. And anyone who ever met Jim Cooney knows that he was plenty strong enough. 


UNCLASSIFIEDS 


FOR A COPY of A Lilac Rebellion, a novel 
of campus turmoil in the sixties, by John 
Skochlas, send $5.95 to Corning Publishing 
Company, Box 433, Northampton, MA 
01061. 


KINKS COLLECTOR looking for rare tapes 
to trade, buy, etc. Have extensive list. Lots 
of other groups also. Your list gets mine. 
R. Betley, 153 Jeremy. Ct., Edison, NJ 
08817. 


RISKY BUSINESS: Incorrigible, fearless 
trapeze artist (DWF age 35) seeks lion- 
tamer counterpart. No clowns, midgets, or 
snake charmers, please. OH NO! NOHO! 
#Al, Box 413, Northampton MA 01060. 


IN THE AMERICAS by Robert Bohm, 
classic collection of radical Valley poetry, 
once again available at Goliard and Broad- 
side Bookshops. 


LIVING IN LIMBO 4-song 7” ep by THE 
NEEDLES $3.00 from Wolverine Records, 
OH NO! NOHO! #A2, Box 413, Northamp- 
ton, MA 01060. 


GUITARIST looking for musicians to form 
American roots band. I like Albert King, 
Charlie Rich, Jason and the Scorchers, etc. 
Fun now, profit later? Call Alan, 584-3060. 


CLASSIC 1960 283 IMPALAS! Pink one 
runs every day, green one for parts. Both 
bodies fair-minus, both engines strong, 
both have all glass. Extensive documenta- 
tion of mechanical work. $2500 firm takes 
the pair (I'll pay to tow the green one). OH 
NO! NOHO! #A3, Box 413, Northampton, 
MA 01060. 


SLATE. SEE-THROUGH GREY DRESS ON 
MUMMA the mother we all had once. 
“Back off,” she advised, as her daughter 
stared long and blue into the flask. “There 
are too many women involved. Put your 
princess ring back on. Obliterate.”” Their 
story on the modern story knife, a grey blip 
on the screen, follow it by media light. It’s 
a good map and a puzzle, but it doesrrt 
mean anything. Cyclical calendar moons, 
dates, places, and the anniversaire scream, 
dream. Don't cover his eyes. Do it over, the 
electrical storm won't let it be saved. Hur- 
ricane Gloria. Electrons move, but it’s the 
animal that is there. Just outside the range. 
February 25, reverberations from a past 
life, spirit wife, and a face reappearing on 
the slate wiped clean. Drinking tea with her 
mother, she was not afraid. Target, remote 
control switch. Victory grey, yes? Her 
mother said, “But grey is not the mean. 
There are extremes and in-betweens. When 
you meet her, leave her dress alone. Don’t 
rip out the seams.” SLINN LIATH 


WHITMAN AND WHITMAN HAIR 
DESIGN is looking for experienced hair- 
dressers to work in ever-changing high 
tech Northampton salon. Call Linnea at 
586-7506. All inquiries strictly confidential. 
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SAVE BUCKS 


VALLEY 
BOOKS 


AMHERST 


FREE TO GOOD HOME: two French 
Alpine wether goats excellent for clearing 
land. Nice personalities, weigh only 200 lb. 
each. If not interested, know any good 
marinades? David, 665-752]. 


$20 GIFT CERTIFICATE at the Goliard 
Bookshop and one-year Subscription to 
OH NO! NOHO- to the first person 
who identifies the quotation which 
begins in this issue's Goliard ad and 
will continue monthly. Send entries to 
Goliard Contest, OH NO! NOHO!, 

Box 413, Northampton, MA 01060. 


October's deal still holds. 
We're talking free through 
November. Go on. Do it. 
‘Free your mind and your ass 
will follow.‘ -- George 
Clinton. 


With classified advertising, you open to tne 
category you’re looking for, check to see if what 
you want is there, say ‘‘Ugh. No Stratocasters”’ 
or “Hmm. A Gremlin” or ‘‘Damn! No fatties” and 
close the paper. Contrast this with the back page 
of The Village Voice or with the entirety of 
Greenfield’s own Town Crier. Among all those lit- 
tle ads, all that undigested slag, you always feel 
that there has to be something meant just for 
you, a treasure overlooked by everyone else. And 
so you read them all, in the Crier an ad for piglets 
(‘ready to go!’’) followed by a six-line yard sale, - 
followed by a novena to St. Jude. This is great 
reading! Accordingly, we’ve decided to offer you 
all the wonders of classified advertising without 
the illusion of order. We’ve decided to inaugurate 
the OH NO! NOHO! UNCLASSIFIEDS. And our 
prices will be very, very affordable (i.e. cheap) 
compared with you-know-who. 


To kick this off in the chaotic style that it 
demands, OH NO! NOHO! is making the follow- 
ing INCOMPREHENSIBLY EXCELLENT OFFER: 
send your October UNCLASSIFIED to us at Box 
413, Northampton, MA 01060 and we’ll run it 
&ratis, free, at no cost to you. Talk about cheap! 
Keep it down to four lines, one ad per customer, 
please. Then, when October comes, we’ll talk 
about money for November. 


If what you have isa personal, we'll assign you 
an OH NO! box number, and forward your 
responses discreetly in a plain brown envelope. 


So go ahead, do it! (Or else we’ll make them up, 
and you know what that’ll be like). Make sure 


. you include your name, address and telephone 


number. 


PIONEER PRECISION 
FOR ALL YOUR CAR 
STEREO NEEDS 


SPECIALS 
SINGLE CYLINDER DEAD BOLTS 
INSTALLED $39.95 IN MOST 
WOOD DOORS 
9/74 HAYDENVILLE RD LEEDS 


984-0715 
SINCE 1967 ~ED FLOOD 


THIS MONTH’S HORRORSCOPE 


. ARIES: With the weather cooling off and your 
blood thickening, you will need companionship 
from Humbaba, the insulation man. You may 
want to bask in his ‘aura’ but remember, he 
charges double for house calls and always sug- 


gests that you eflage yourself from the waist * 
down, or eat milque-toast for breakfast. With the * 


coming of halloween, you should sharpen up that 
spastic gait, or tone up your sibylline slime. Diet 
is emphasized. Jupiter conjuncts the Holy Grail 


and trips to Tipperary should be postponed. If you. 


should suffer from a bad taste in your mouth, it 
may be a liver-lipped condition caused by a ven- 
tricular fibrillation of the body bag you are sleep- 
ing in; invest in a sloughing sponge. Lumps may 
emerge on the head; seek a wart charmer... avoid 
sniveling and laughing in church. Beware the 
succubus... 

Your Color: SUCK MY NECK FUCHIA 


TAURUS: Cover your neck this month with a 
mustard plaster; your throat gets deeper as the 
leaves on the trees get redder. Beware the ghoul 
who hides in the alley behind (my) house waiting 
to jump your bones. Nobody will be able to resist 
those thick calves and horney haunches. Your 
instinctoid memories of Pyrrhic Victory over unus- 
ed chilostomy bags possess your Ouija Board, 
and it will cause you to pee in the bed and have 
erotic dreams of birds and FISH. Stay outta 
swamps & main arteries. Aunty Entity wants you 
in her Thunderdome, and you know she never, 
ever, does nothin nice, and slow... On the 31st, 
you may experience hyperactivity resulting from 
a potion made by Grandpa Munster. Diet with 
newts & anything bug-gut green... Don’t smoke 
dope; fry a sailcat. 

Your Color: BLOOD BEAST BRILLIANT 


GEMINI: With bats in your belfry, you may not 
want to entertain at home this month. The 
Egypto-Chaldean Epoch suggests you rent a 
room at Shaw’s Motel. Your arms & legs seem 
to get spindlier with the cold coming on. Get 
some magnets and iron filings for your fish tank; 
these will help keep in the heat, and nourish your 
animal magnetism. Don’t worry too much if you 
keep seeing the color blue, it is just part of a left 
over hallucination you had in 1972. This can be 
remedied by staring at a paisley-orange poster 
ofJimi Hendrix for 3 hours. In your ‘“‘Quest for 
the Absolute,” Balzac suggests you spend more 
time planning ways to torture small furry animals 
and slimy newt-like appendages; this practice 
keeps girls from feeling all gooey & sqweamish, 
which could point to a hot new romance complete 
with flea collar & tick removal tendencies. Fasting 
is suggested, however, avoid Pisceans with 
tenderloins & creme des oiseaux... 


Your Color: AMPUTEE AMBER 


CANCER: Toxoplastic vibrations can be easily 
picked up this month, especially with the onset 
of Halley’s Comet. Don’t pay any attention to this 
because you can expect to be just as much of 
an emotional wreck as always. It’s okay to eat 
and lay around the house, however, slacks can 
get tight on that rear fender. Polyester and her- 
culon fibers are excellent for warming those lum- 
py thighs on chilly jogs to the garage. Jumping 
and tummy tucks are recommended for those late 
nite floggings behind the library. Quit being crab- 
by about that automatic transmission; try the 
autoerotic model with four on the floor. Get a ring 
job, but beware of your attraction to opals. Prac- 
tice your tuba on saturday mornings in front of 
Woolworth’s for extra income; you'll be right out- 
side the tootsie roll counter. | suggest interaction 
with Devil-Dog-Drek and avoidance of gremlins. 
Anybody named ’Dorothy’ has tire tracks all 
across her back, so steer clear of any im- 
pecunious characters... 

Your Color: MUMMY MADDER 
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While making the rounds 


PADDINGTON 


Halloween Celebration 


BEER & WINE 


FREE LOCAL DELIVERY 
157 MAIN ST. 
ORTHAMPTON 


this Halloween be sure to stop in 


s 


GOURMET PIZZA & RIBS 
OVER 25 AMAZING TOPPINGS 


BAKED & UNBAKED PIZZAS TO TAKE AWAY 


D 586-8424 % 


LEO: Now that the Sun is crawling down over the 
horizon these fall daze, you may feel neglected 
or just plain worn out... Put away the crown and 
reappoint the jesters in your hierarchy. Change 
your hairstyle and stop having'meaningless con- 
versations with your tape worm. Switch 
toothpaste and pets with your next door neighbor 
to learn how the other half lives. Identify with the 
Cowardly Lion, but don’t eat too many potato 
chips... In halloween, watch out for the leopard 
(see those eyes so green) she’s really a fish 
under that costume. See if you can get everything 
done before it’s time to make the donuts. If you 
have winnebago rising, you should avoid power 
dots, and the placement of anything terrycloth 
upon the head. Loosen up the ‘granola’ pants... 
Your Color: WOMBAT RED 


VIRGO: The boogie-man has been watching you 
every nite so you should pile your crates up a lit- 
tle higher on the window sill. Install a hod beside 
your futon so that you can drown him if he gets 
in. For more instructions contact the Sisters of 
the Blessed Misanthropies (ask for Sister Vito); 
they have plenty of experience with pranksters 
in the nite. Now that the snakes are goin back 
into the ground, and the pavement (bone) dry, 
you should practice your juice harp on 
wednesdays & tuesdays to revive Mesmer’s Ex- 
perience. A Hopi Indian Snake Dance should do 
the trick. Don’t listen to neighbors who shun 
these practices, they might even channel this 
energy for themselves and become better hair- 
cutters. (tell them to stay outta the bathroom) If 
it’s cleanliness you’re after this fall, pull out the 
heavier clothing, it can hold more dirt, and you 
may have to shout it out. Spend more time in the 
laundromat, bring a book, and wait, you may 
meet the Mr. Clean of your dreams. Avoid soft 
scrub, they look like little diaphragms, even they 
have plans for you! Beware of tire-biters in the 
parking lot... 

Your Color: TAKE BACK THE NITE PURPLE 


LIBRA: Venus conjuncts Blacula this month and 
you may become black by injection or bit on the 
neck by your favorite blow up doll. The trick or 
treat this month could be making up your mind 
about being dominant or submissive. (Watch out 
for leather shoe-strings)! Break down decisions 
about clothing; wear the same outfit to church 
that you wore to the Kielbasa Festival. Stay away 
from the mall, and curling your hair perfectly in 


two rolls on each side of your forehead. The 


Lemurian Epoch suggests you avoid ape-like 
giants of the third root race for more miles to the 
gallon. Smithies and other people’s girlfriends 
should be ignored until the 31st when anything 
goes. Check your lizard on All Saints Day, and 
don’t look at any paintings by Hieronimous 
Bosch... 

Your Color: GOZAR GRAPE 


SCORPIO: You are gettin too excited about your 
birthday coming, so | suggest you tell all your 
friends now, so that they can get ready to go 
away that day! To relieve comic distress, spend 
a nite with a friend at the Bates Motel. Keep a 
knife under the bed as a good precaution for late 
nite encounters with Norman. Remember, (your) 
mother gets mad when you share (her) peanut 
butter with (those) sluts. Avoid relationships with 
your mattress, & don’t get caught watching TV 
in a craftmatic adjustable bed because Martha 
Quinn can see you too. For belly distress, you 
may try jello or seek treatment by stuffing those 
old birds (your mother keeps) in the fruit cellar. 
Beware the incubus, and don’t accept any mail 
from Koot Hoomi: and stay away from Nancy... 
Your Color: BLOODY EYE BLUE 
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71 N. Pleasant St. Sst 


Downtown Amherst 
253-9739 
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BY STELLA SPAMBOTTOM 


SAGITTARIUS: Sharpen up those elbows, you 
may need a weapon on the dance floor. | know 


you would complain about too much wieght on: 


those meaty thighs; learn to do the camel walk 
and bludgeon that bad dancer with a simple hip- 
shake instead. You can lose weight and have fun 


- at the same time. The monkey-men from the 


witch’s castle are lookin for you so don’t wait 
around in the woods with just any mangie dog, 
go for the big ones with the pointy teeth. You may 
require the ‘jaws of life’ to remove yourself from 
that halloween costume, don’t forget to coat 
yourself with an extra layer of vaseline before slip- 
ping it on; if you’re still having trouble after that, 
call Dr. Ruth... 

Your Color: POST MORTEM MILDEW 


- CAPRICORN: This season proves a homo-erotic 


one. You will be distracted by pencil-neck geeks, 
eraser-heads, and worm boys seeking the spice. 
Your diet could be affected; heartburn and knock- 
knee could result from eating too much candy 
corn. Flatulence & Plenary Indulgences should 
be observed in private to raise your naughty Aunt 
Ethel out of purgatory and from the clutches of 
those pubescent pustulants. Learn to relax, take 
Sister Luke to see Agnes of God, Jane Fonda still 
works (out) in mysterious ways. Participate in the 
cleansing of hands & feet this month, and keep 
a roll of paper towels handy in case somebody 
should notice the stigmata. Veils & underwear 
soaked in holy water should be worn. Don’t trust 
any field hands, or hallucinations where doves 
or pigeons are involved. Avoid bean dip; scourge 
a leper... 

Your Color: RAMBO NECK NEWTRAL 


AQUARIUS: It’s a great time to seek revenge on 
the dance floor by cutting up the rug with a new 
pair of 007 ‘knife in the heel’ pumps. Shave your 
ankles to show off those new high-water candy 
slacks you got from the naughty nighties catalog; 


- however, stay away from blow dryers and hot car 


seats, or they might melt. Avoid greasy foods, 
skin irritations could result. Concoctions made 
with raw hamburger & spam should be rubbed 
behind the ears. If you still can’t hear your stereo 


‘after this, try the Elancyl Method, or your lover 


is probably an alien. Diet with matzo-ball soup, 
vegimite & toe jam football. Get some great at- 
tention this month by purchasing a vacuum- 
suction speed bump kit by Romko, but don’t ex- 
pect it to be a symptom substitution for your 
favorite fantasy; chew gum instead... If you en- 
joy boinky things and such, invest in some rub- 
ber jewelry, or call Mr. Happy (phone number on 
bathroom wall in Packards). Check all electrical 
outlets, recharge batteries, and inspect light 
bulbs in case of blackouts; put the bug snapper 
away for the winter. Lust for Ground Hog’s Day... 
Your Color: WITCHAZEL HUE 


PISCES: Orion the Nebulous goes retrograde for 
awhile, and this would be a good time to tackle 
that worm on the meathook of life! (Who's 
Zoomon’ Who?) It’s time to identify with pagan 
temples in Leverett or any F.M. guru-speak 
broadcastings from Amherst (WMUA, the Soul 


Furnace, Fridays from 3 to 6 p.m.)... The 


Poseidon Prophecy says ‘you can’t hear your 
radio under water’; learn to swim in the exegesis 
of your own bathtub. On Halloween, health is 
crucial; ration coffee intake. With your moon in 
Jupiter & Neptune’s behind in Dorcus, you may 
need to use more intuition regarding Mr. 
Bathrobe’s artificial insemination implements & 
foam rubber snakes. Suspect soap on a rope... 
Bargain with the Devil for your lover’s T.V. 
Your Color: LOP LOP LIME 
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MORRIS DAY What Time Is It? Time 
to get down. TONIGHT Thurs Oct 24 
Fine Arts Center, UMass. See you 
there. 
Vinnie van Gee will be s inning at 
the North Star Seafood Bar Wednes- 
day Oct. 30, (Mischief Night, Cab- 
bage Night, what was it called in your 
town?). 
BOBBY DARLING SHOW at The 
Red Balloon, Halloween. Party time 
on the Eho line! Major chords and 
major laughs. 
They Might Be Giants will be at the 
lron Horse on November 12. Be 
there or be square. 
* END OF REASON/SEASON: FALL 
APART Multi-media performance 
and film presentation featuring the 
absolute cream of the Valley crop. 
What does sex mean about you? 
Find out Sat Nov 16 Midnight 
N’Hamp Center For the Arts. 
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MUDSHARK 


Billy Bragg (‘The only solo funk/punk 


that matters’’) returns on 
November 4 for another dinner 
at Bub’s and a show atthe 
Northampton Center for 
Arts. Tix Iron Horse. 


Wed Nov 20 at Pearl Street. trish 
folk/punk. These boys are where it’s 


at. 


THE NEVILLE BROTHERS (whose 
spring show was the Rusty Nail’s 
Swan song) will do two shows at the 
Northampton Center on December 5. 
It’s not too early to start thinking 
about what to wear or buying a ticket. 


VALLEY 


‘‘The space of this film is traversed by a 
‘heroine’ who uses the traditional means of 
seduction as weapons for murder and 
vengeance. That’s why | literally have Nadja 
committing a murder with her eyebrow pencil 


and her stiletto heels.’’ 


INDEPENDENT CINEMA 


Belgian filmmaker Melvie Arslanian will initiate Valley Indepen- 
dent Cinema’s visiting artists program on Tuesday, October 29 
with a screening of her seminal 1982 New Wave film STILETTO. 
Premiered at New York City’s Bleeker Street Cinema, STILET- 
TO recasts the Film Noir (NIGHTMARE ALLEY, KISS ME DEAD- 
LY) as a meditation on feminism, language and silence. Arsla- 
nian populates her world with opium-scented nightclubs, seedy 
hotels and petty crime. STILETTO features an ear-opening 
soundtrack by avant-garde composer Dickie Landry. 


~ 


STILETTO stars the astonishing occult figure Tina L’Hotsky. 
L’Hotsky is known for her performance pieces, in which her body 
becomes a ‘‘medium’’ for supernatural forces (most notably in 
her Egyptian LAST DISAPPEARANCE staged at The Kitchen). 
L’Hotsky also directed the film SNAKE WOMAN which stars WILD 
STYLE’s Patti Astor. 


Arslanian, who operates the independent film company AliBaba 
production, recently finished a film shot in Bangkok for Belgian 
television. FADING will also be shown. V.I.C. screenings are at 
The Pleasant Street Theatre at 7:00 and 9:00 pm. 


oe 


VISIT NEW SPARTA 


ALBUM RELEASE PARTIES 


ZONE 9 NOVEMBER 9:00 PM 
395 DWIGHT ST. 
SPRINGFIELD 


OHO ARTS CENTER 23 
~ NOVEMBER 9:00 PM OLD 
SCHOOL COMMONS 


ALL AGES SHOWS 


wy 


